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T O 

Richard Tighe, Efqy 

DEdicathns are the wfy Fafiims in the iVorld iheif 
are mwre dijltk^d for being uni'uer/ai\ and the Rea^ 
Jon isy that they *very feidom Jit the Perfons they ^efi 
made for : But I hope to Ovoid the common Ohiiquy in thit 
Addrefs^ y laying ajide the Poet in every thinghut^tht 
I)nmzx\^Tytcor}xaioffuitifig mfCara^ferto the Perfon^ 

From the Part of Mirdbel iii thh Pltty^ and anvthtr 
Chara^er in one of my former; People tfre^tMling^to com^ 
flement my Performance in drawing a ' goy^ J^lendid^ ge^ 
fierou4y eafy^ fine young Genthman, My' GenittJi I nmjt • 
confefsy has a bent t9 that kind of De/hription i and mj^ 
Veneration for joUf Sir^ maj pafsfor unqueJHonabh^ fintt 
in all thefe happy AccompliJhmentX you come fr new to ny 
darling Charaher., abating his Incoufiancj. 

What an unjpeakahle Blefflng is Youth- and Fortwit^ 
'when a -happy Underfianding comn in, to moderate the 
Defires of the frfty and to refne^upon the Advantages of 
the latter \ *ivihen a Gentleman is Mafier tf all Pleafures^ 
hut a Slave 'to none; luho has'tra*v'tlPd not for the C«- 
ripjity of the Sights but for the Improvement of the Mimtt 
Eye ; andwubo rfturmfullof every Aing but himfelf?-^ 
An Author might fay a great deal more^ but a Friend^ Sir^ 
nay^ an Enemy mujl allovj you this, 

I fhall hercy Sir^ meet nvith tv)o Obflacles^ your Mode* 
y?f, and your Senfei thefirfi^ ess aCenfor upon the Subjeff^ 
the fecond^ as a Critlck upon the Style: But I am obfii- 
natihinny^Purpofo, and nviH maintain what I fay to the 
lafi drop of my Pen \ vohtch I may the more boldly under • 
takey having all the World on my Side i nay^ I beeve your 
' A Z very 
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4'- ■ The Epiftle Dedicatory. ' • 

fvery felf againft you ; ^fo'r ly ^cliruTig tQ'ffear^jour cnjJ^ ' 
Merit f your Friends are nuthorix^d the more to proclaim 
it. ' • • 

Tour Q^nerojity and Edjiitefs of temper is not only oh- 
vious in your common Affairs and Cowverfation^ bu t more 
plainly ^ident in ypur darling Amufementy that Opener 
and Jijlater of th^Mindy Mufifki-^s-^^rr. — /c^^ J^H^ 
AffiBioH for this delightful Study ^ <we may deduce the 
f leafing Harmony that i» apparent in all your A^iojis^i 
and bt ajfur'dy Sir, that a Ferfon muft be pojfef^d of 'a 
•very 'di'vJnrSvul; nxiho. is Jo muph in lorve v^ith the Enter -• . 
tainntent of Angels. 

^rom your Encouragement of Mufick, if there be any 
Poetry here, it has a Claim,. by the Right of Kindred, Jo 
your Favour and^ffeSlion,, louivere pfeafd to honour 
the^ Reprefenta^ion of this Flay mjith your Appearance at - 
fpueral times, nuhicb fiattefd my Hopes that there might 
be Jomething in itmihich your Goodnature might excufi^. , 
With the- Honour! here int,en3 for myfelf I likevjife con* 
fult the .Inter eft of my Nation, by Jhem)lng a, Perfo'n that 
is fo much, a Repuf/ition. and Credit to.my Country' : Be- 
fides ^ all this, 1 nxtastuilUng to ^make a handfome Comple- 
ment to theFlace of jnylFupilage, by informhig. the World 
thai fo fine aGentlm^n had the Seeds of his Education 
in fiiJafi^ ^ttivf'rfity, and at the fame time with, 

; SIR, 

! . * . ypur moft Faithful, ar.d 



.^ G. FARQJJ>IA|t 
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P R E F AGE. 

TO, give you the Hiftory of thb Play, would but 
. caufe the Reader and the Writer a Trouble to no 

^ Purpofe ; I fhall only fay, that I took the Hint from 

* FUtcher's WildGoofe Chafe \ and to thofe who fay. tiat 
I have fpoird the Original, I wUh no other Injury tut 
that they would fay it again. , 

As to the Succefs pf it, I think *tis but a kind of 
Cremona Bulinefs, I ,haye neIthe^ Loft, . nor Won. JL 
puihed fairly, but the Trench were prepoflefs'd, and the 
Charms of GallUk Heels. were too hard for an Engiyh 
Brain.; but I am proud to own, that I have laid my 
Head at the Ladies feet. The Favour was unavoidable, 
for we are a Nation, fo very, fond of improving our 
Underiiandlng', that* the' Iniftrudioix of a PJay docs hn 

^ good, whp it^ comVs in Competition with the MoraPof 

I a Minute, ^liny tell us, in his Natural ^fltftory^ of Ele- 
plants that were taught to dance on the Kopes ; if this 
could be made prafticable now, what a Number of Sub- 
foriftions might be had to bring the Great Mo^ul out of 
Fl^et-JIreety and make hin* dance between the A£ts ! 
I remeftiber, that about two Years ago, I had a.Gen* 

. tlenwn from France * that brought the Play^houfc fome 
'fifty'A'udl'ences in* five Months; then why ihould I b« 

.furpriz*d.to.iind a Freneh Lady do as much ? 'Titf the 
prettieft way in. the World of defpifing the French King, 
to let him. fee that we can afford Money to bribe awa^ 
his Dangers, when he, poor Man, has exhaufled all hi 
'Stock, in buying fome pitiful Towns and Principaljtie*.: 
Cam multh alus. What can be a greater Complement 
to our generous Nation, than to have the Lady upon 
her Re-tptir to Paris^ boaft of her fplendid Entcrtaio- 

-mcnt in England^ of the Coroplaitance, Liberty, and 

• Conftant Couple. 

A 5 ^ i.Good- 
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6 PREFACE. 

Good-nature of a People, that thronged her Houfe fo 
full, that (he had not room to ftick a Pin ; and left x 
poor Feljow, that .had the Misfprtune of being pne of 
themfelves, without one F^thing for half a Year** Pains 
that he had taken for their Entertainment-? 

There were fome Gentlemen in the Pit the firft 
Night, that took the Hint from the Prologue to damn 
the Play ; but they made fuch a Noife in the Execu- 
tion, that the People took the Outcry for a Reprieve ^ 
fo that the darling Mifchief was over laid by their over- 
fondnefs of the Changeling : 'Tis fomewhat hard, that 
Gentlemen ihould detafe themfelves into a Faftion of a 
dozen, to ftab a fingle Perfon, who, never had the Refo- 

* Jution to fece two Men at a time ; if he has had the Mis- 
fortune of any Mifunderftanding with a particular Perfon^ 
he has had a particular Perfon to anfwer it : But thefe 
Sparks wo'u*d be remarkable in their Refentmcnt j and if 
any body falls under their Difpleafure, they fcom to call 
^him to a particular Account, but will very honourably 
hum his HouiGe, or pick his Pocket. 

' . 'The NenjU'Hati/e has perfedlly made me a Conpvert hy 
their Civility on my fixth Night : For to be Friends, and 
reven^M at the fame time, I moil give them a Hay, that 

h, when I write another. For Faftion runs fo 

high, that I cou'd wifh the Senate wou*d fupprefi the 
Houfes, or put in force the A61 againfl bribing Eledion? ; 
that Houfe which has the moft Favours to beftow, will 
certainly carry it, 'fpight of all poetical JolUce that 
wou*d fupport t'other. 

1 have heard fome People fo extravagantly angry at 
^ this Play, that one would think they" had no reafon to be 
difpleafed at all ; whilft fome (otherwife Men of good 
Senfe) have commended it fo much, that 1 was afraid 
they ridiculM me ; fo that between both, I am abfolutely 
at a lofs wliat to think on't: For tho' the Caufc his 

* come on fix Days fucceffively, yet the Trial, I fancy, is 
,iiot determined. When our Devotion to Leftt^ and our 

Lady^ is over, the Bufinfifs wiH te brought on again, and 
theo we (hall have fair Play for our Money^ 
There is a Gcndcman of the firft Underftanding, and 
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a very good Crkick, who faid of Mr. Wilks^ that ia 
this Part heout-a^ed himfdf, and aH Men that he ever 
iaw. I wou'd nor rob Mr. Wilks^ by a worfe Expref- 
fion of mine, of a Complement that he fo much de- 
ferves. 

I had almoll forgot to tell you, that the Tum'of Plot 
inthe lafl A£t^ i»^n Adventure of ChevelUr de ChafiiUm 
at Farisy and Matter of Fadl; but the thing is fo uni- 
verfally known, that I think this Advice might have been 
f{>^'4» ^ well as all the reft of the Pre&cc, for any good 
k vnll do eithex to me or the Play. 



& 4- THE 
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THE' 

P R O L O G U E, 

That was fpokcn the firft Night, receivJd 

fuch Additions from Mr. who fpokc 

it, that they are bcft if bury'd arid forgot. 
But the following Prologue is literally 
the fame that was intended for the Play,, 
and written by Mr. Motteux. 

LIKE hungry Gurfis^ a fitting Audience looks i 
Plays are like Suppers : Poets are the Cooks. 
7 he Founders Yen : The Table is this Place: - 
The Car'vers ive : The Prologue is the Grace, 
Each ABy^ji G^rfe j e^h Ss^e a diff(/ent Difli : 
Iho'* ive^^inhcnt 1 4onbt you re fiiH fir flejh, 
Satyr'^s the Sauce, high feajon'd, Jharp and rougk: 
Kind Ma/q'ues and Beaux, I hope you"* re Pcppcr^proo/l 
Wit is the*tVine', hutSis^fo fiarcethe truty > . 
Poets, like V'iiitmrs, balder dajh and hre<vj, /.^ 
Tour furly Scenes* *iphere Rant and Bloodped join^ 
Are Butcher'*s Meat^ a^^nt tie's a Sirloin : 
Tour Scenes of Lo've, fo fo-tvifrg^ foft'and chafie^ 
Are Water gruel, ijuithotit^ Salt gr fafie. 
Ba<uidyi' fat Venifon, lohich tho"* fialc, canpleafe:^ 
Ycur Rakes love Hogoes, lik^your damn'd French Cheefi, 
Your Rarity for the fair Gueft to gape on. 
Is your nice Squeaker, or Italian Capon ; 
Or your French Virgin Pullet^ garnijk^d round. 
And drefs^d '-with Sauce of fame — Four hundred Pound. 
An OpVa, like an Oglio, nicks the Age j 
Farc^ is the Hajly Pudding of th Stage. 

For 
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prologue; 

For 'when you^re treated 'with indifferent Chee>^ 

You can difpenfe loith Jknder $thgf -Coach Fare, 

A PafioraPs 'whi^t Cream i Stage-Whims, mere Trajhi 

And Tragi'Comedyy half Fijh and Flejh, 

But Cotnedyf That, that^s the darling Cheer ; 

This Night ijue hope you* II ai^ Ikconftant hear : 

Wild Focwl is lik'd inFl^'houfe all the Year, 

Yet Jince each Mind betrays a diff\ent Tafie, 
And every Dijh f carte fleafes e^^ry Giiefi, 
If aught you. relijhy *do not damn tlye refl. 
This Fanfour cranJ d^ up let the Mvfick ftrile: 
You're welcome al l ^ ■ iVw fall ta, nvkere you like. 
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Draxnatis Perfon$. 



MEN. 

Old Mirage/, an aged Gent, of an"| 
; odd Compound, between the/ 

Peeviflineu incidejit to his Years, > Mr. PinketBmetu 

nnA. bis Faihqrty Fondnds to- 1 

wards his Son. J 

Young Mirabel, his Son. Mr. fTtUsi 

Captain Duretete, an honeft good 1 

natur'd Fellow, that thinks him- vMr: Bullock. 
felf a greater Fool than he is. 3 

J)ugard, Brother to Oriana. Mr. Mills^ 

Pitit, Servant to th^rJ^ 5d4crv>|^^ jm- .^ 
wards to his Siftcft\ ,>JMr.Aam/. 



Oriana^ a Lady contraded tol 
Mirabel^ who wouM bring him > Mrs. Rffgerr. 
toReafon. j 

lamorce, a Woman of Contri- X ^ «- 
vance. j 

Four Bravo's, two Gentlemen, and two Ladiet. 
' Soldiers, Servants, and Attendants. 
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INCdNSTANTt 

O R, 

THe Way to win him. 



ACT I. 

. . S C ZNEy 7'he Street: 

. Enttr. I^if^ii etii h's JlSa» Petit, in RiMitg Ha^i. 

Ii«hi,wj«Waopk.?„ . 

Pet. TurrCd of Eleven, sir. . 

Dug, No more f We have t'ti i 
fwingii^ Pace from Ntnnws fince Twq 
this Mprping ! Petit t, ptn to ^i^^a's 
and beipeak a I>umer at a Lewis d'Or 




a Heady, to be ready \>y One. 



d by Google^ 



12 ' ^he Inctmfi^nt'^ Or, 

Pet, How many will there be of you, Sir? 

Dug. Let me fee : Mirahtl one, Duretete two, mj 
felf three. — ^^ ^ - - '^ . ' ' '^ •/ 

Pet, And I four. . ' 

Dug, How now, Sir, at your old travelltng Faxnt- 
liarity f Wlien abroad, you had fome Freedom for want 
©f better Company ; but among my Friends at Paris^ 

Pr?y remember your Diftance, Be gone, Sir»* .,.' ■ 

. \Exit Petit.] This P'ellow's VVit was neceffary abroad^ 
but he's too cunning for a Domedick ; I mud difpofe of 

him fome way elfe.--. rWWs here? Old Mirahil^ 

and my Sifter ! my deleft Sifter f 

Enter Old y]kjl^\.andOjasxai^ 

Qti, My Brother! Welcomr ^ , .. - 

Dug, Mouniier Mirabel! I'm heartily glad to fee 
you. , ,. 

Old, Mir. Honeft Mr 6u^ard, by the blood of the 
Mirabels I'm your moft humble Servant. 

pug, \yhy, 'Sir, you've ^aft^ yo«5 ,Skin • fiif e^ you're 
briik and'gay, lufty Health about yoli, no fign of Age 
,bi»t your iilver Hairs. 

Old, Mir, Silver Hairs ! then they are^ Quick- filrer 
HSTfs, Sir. Whaar 1 haVe g})r<feii focfcete,.^ tet my ^ijss 
be Silver a» they wilL. ^^<Uhud^SiF,.I can <^nceK a«i^ 

fing, and drlnk^ and— — ^_^ rib, 'I can*t wench. But 

Mr. Dugardy na News of my Son Bob in all your Tnu 
vels? J ' '* \ 

Dug, Your Son*s come home, Sfr. 

Old, Mir, Come home! Bob come home I By the 
Blood of the Mirabefu Mr. Dtgard^ what fay ye ? 

Ori, Mr. Mirabel returned. Sir. 

Dug. He!s certainly coid^ Janii' yoii wxf^ itt Bim 
within this Hour or twa, ^ _ _ ., .^ 

Old, Mir, Swear k, ykx^Digard^ p^efently fwcar ^ 

Dug. Sir, he came to Town with m^ this Mornings 
2 left him at the Bagnieurs^ being a little diforder'(^ aftes 
riding, and I (hall fee him again prefently. 

OU. Mir. What f And he was aflam*d to alk Blefiing 
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The Way to mn him. ' 1 3 

with his Boots on. A nice Dog ! Well^ ^nd how fares 
the 'yoanjg Rogue, ha ? ' 

Dug: A -fine Gentleitiaif, Sir; He'll be his own Mef- 
fenger. - 

Old. Mir, A line Gentleman ! But is the Rogue ]ikf 
me ftill ? 

Dug, Why yes. Sir ; he*s very like his Mother, and 
ks like you as molt inOdd-n Sons ire to their Fathers. 

O/J. Mir, Why, Sir, don't you think that I begat 

kim?.' • • ■■ -.^ ' "' ' .\\:' 

Dug, Why yes, Sir;'yibii mafry'd his'' Mother, an4 
he inherits your EUate. He's vtty like you, upon my 
word '_ 

On\ And pray, Brother, what's' become of his ho- 
_ neft Companion, Dureteie? ^ . .. . 

Dug. Who, the Captain? The very faiiie he^i^e'ni 
abroad; he's the xi^'French-mati ,1 tvtx kneW.that 
coif d hc^ chahge, * ' y oujf Son, ' Mr. Mirabel^ is' mor^ 
bblig'd to* Natur^^foft^t fellow's CoftipFofition, thkh 
for his own: foF lie's inotcf happy in Diiretefei Folly 
than his own Wit, ' In ihort, tjicy are as infeparable as 
Finger and Thumb ; but'the firft Inftance in the World; 
I believe, of Oppqfition in Friendlhip. 

Old, Mir^ Very well j'will he be home to.Difufer, 
thinkye? "-^ ; ;i; ' ; . • , /^, . 

Dug. Sir, he has' *ofder*d me to' befpeak a; Dinner 
for us at Rdujeau'i at a Lewidore ^ Hekd. 

Old, Mir, A Lewidore a Head f Well faid, Sbb'i by' 
the Blood of the Mirabeh, Bob^s improv'd. But Mr, 
DugarJ, was it fo civil o£ Bob to vifit Monfieur B.ouJJeau 
before his own natural Father ? Eh J Hcark'e Orianai 
whit think yotf, now, of a Fallow that can eat ana 
drink ye a whole Lewidore at a fitting ? He muil b^ ^ 
fbong as Hercules^ Life and Spirit in abundance. Befbrc 
Gad I doD*t wohder at^tliefe Men of Quafity, that thi^i^ 
own Wivei ttrn^t ferve 'em. A Lewidore a head t^tfil 
enough to flock the whole Nation with ^ilards, 'ti^ 
Faith. Mr. Dugard^ I kave you with your Sifter. 

\Bxit. 

t^ug\ 
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1 4 ^he Inconjlant: Gr^ 

Dug. "\^eit Sift«-, I iieed not aik you HoaV yba ddj 
your^/OoKs rrfolve me ;. £air». tall, well-ftia|);d ; youVe 
almofl grown out of iny Remtmbnancc. 

Ori, Why, truly Brothei^ I look pcetty well, thank 
♦la[ture and niy Toylct; 1 have fcap'd the Jaundice^, 
Green ficknefs, and t^e SmaH-pox ; I eat three Meals sk.. 
Day, am very merry, when up, and fleep fouhdty when 
I'in dovi^n.; 

pug. But, Sifter, ydu remember that upon my going 
abroad you wou*d dtufe thi$. old Gentleman for your- 
Guarjian ; he^d np more related to our Family, than; 
Prifiiir Jobtty and I have no reafon to think you miflruft- 
edmy Management of yoor Fortune : Therefore pray be- 
fi> kind as to tell me without Refervation the true Caufe- 
of ipakingfucK a Choice. 

Ori, Look'c Brother, you were goln]^ a Rjunbllngr' 
and 'twas proj^er,. left I ihoiildgo a Rgn^Hng tpQy. tha^' 
fome-body (hbu'^ take care oT me. Old Mbhueur Ml- 
raBelh an h6neft Gentleman, was our Father^s Friend,, 
and* has a young Lady in his HouSfe, whole Company 
I like, and who has diofen him for her Guardian as well> 
asl. . 

. Ifygt Wlio, Madamofeire\?^/*r^ r* ^ 

On, The^ fame; we liVe' merrily- together, without- 
Scandsd, or Reproach ; .we make n)uc)i dP the old Gen- 
deman between us, and he takes care 6f^ us;.we. ea^. 
what wc like, go 'to Bed when we ple^fe, riie^when* 
we will) all. the Week we daiice aiid fihg, and upon> 
Sundajj go fifft to Church,. and then f9 the Flay.- • ^ 'J 
Now,. Brdth^r^ beifides rfxcfe Motives! for ^Q^ul^J^' thif^- 
Genfli^m^' for my Gi^dup/. pefhaj^ 'I'liad ifdmc prl-r 
vaitc Keaioris-, ' '/' ' * ■.!'.. J- • .,, 

'. . Z)i^. NoV fo' private* a» you' imagine, Sillefi* ycjur 
Loveto yo^j^MirdBeh rio Swet,Tcjan ^ipe^bff, tuf 
ib publlck that all youx Friends are aiKaii^d.pn^, ^ , \ 

Ori. O' my Word then, my. Friends are very bafh- 

fiil; tho' Tm' afraid. Sir, that thofe People' are ^ not 

aihamM enough ait their own Crimes; who* have' fb 

, inany Bloflies to fpare for the Faults of their Neighs 

r^ Dug. 
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I>ug. Ay, but Sifter, the People fa y 

Ori. Pfliaw, hang the People, they'll talk Treafoo, 
and profane their Nfaker ; mull we therefore infer, that 
our King is a Tyrant, and Religion a Cheat T Look>,. 
Brother, their Court of Enquiiy is a Tavern, and their 
Informer, Claret : They think as they drink, and fwal- 
low Reputations like Loches ; a Lady's Health goes 
briikly round with the Glais> but her Honour is loft in. 
theToaft. ^ ' 

Dug, Ay, but Sifter* there is ffiS (binedung— — 

Ori. If there be fomething. Brother,' 'tis none of the 
People's iiamething; Marriage is my things and 111^. 
JKckto't. 

Dug, Marriage f Young Mlrahel vtaxry \ He'll builii. 
Churdies fooner. Take heed. Softer, tho^ your Honour 
ftood proof to his home-^red Aftaults ; you moft keep 
a ftrider Guard for the future;. He has now got the 
foreign. Air, and the i'^//a«*'Sbftneft; hb WitV ini- 
pTOv'd by Converfe, his behaviour' fidifh'd by Obfer- 
vation, and his Aflbrance confirm'd by Succefr. Sifter^ 
I can alTure you he has niade his Coft^tfifts ; aird 'tb> 
a Plague upoti yow Sex, tO' be tihefdohef^ dctdt'd bV 
d^ofe very Men that you know have* httt HISt 'Vf^- 
Others. ' ' . 

Ori. Tieii why will ytw ttW mt t)f hi^ Cofiqheff?? 
for I jinift^conffefi there is' no Title tea' Woirian's Fivodr 
io engaging as the Repute of i. handfoitte GSiBkuMibif ; 
there is. fomething of a- Pride ta fee a' Fellow lie at" ote 
Feet, that \m triumpB'd over fo matt^; and thin, I 
dito't know, we hncy he muft hsrre fomediing e^ktr^- 
dlnaiy about him to pleafe u^, ahd tbUi we have^pnit- 
thing engaging about us* to f^cur^ l&ti^ foWe^anHoe 
^uiet 'till we put our felves upon the Uy of being J)oth 
disappointed. "* ^ ' ; ' - 

Dug. But then. Sifter, he*s as'fitlde *^ t. ^ ■ ,'>• ' 

Ori, For God's fake. Brother tell me no more of his 
Faults, for if you do, I (hall run mad for him s Say no 
more. Sir, let me but get hi^ into the Hands of Matri- 
mony, I'll fpoil his wandHn]g, *I warrant him. I'll do 
Iw Bufinefs that way, never fear. 
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Dug, Well, Sifter, I won*t, pretend to, anderfland the 
Engagements between you and your Lover ; I expe% 
when you have need of my Counfel Or Affiftance, you 
will let me know more of your Affairs. Mirabel is a 
Gendeman, and as far as my Honour and Intereft can 
reach, you may command me to the Furtherance of 
your Happinefs : tn the mean time; Sifter, I have a 
great mind to make you a Prefcnt of another hUmble Ser- 
vant ; a Fellow that I tOok up at Lyons, vrYiXi h2& ferv*d 

me honeftly. ever fince, . 

OriT Then .why will, you j^rt with him > 
Dug, He ha^ gain'd fo infufferably on my gppd Hu- 
mour, that he's grown too familiar ; but the Fellow's 
.cunning, and may be fervlceable.to.you in. your Affair 
with Mrabel, Here he comes. 

'- '^' ••' • ■ ' interf^. ' / \ ' '*■ ' 

WeU>;:S|^, ^h|ive ypii been at 'i2»2^iw> /> . 

.* P«^«.^e%'Sir, and who ftiould I find there but Mr. 
MirabetfxA t|ie Captain, haurhing as warmly over a Tab 
of Ice, as two. Hen PKeafanb over a Brood They 

vW<»^'4 ^^ ^^ ^ bei^peak any thing, for, they had din^d 

^forf^^i /came. , , ' . , ^ ' 

Dug. Comt, SSr, yo'ulhalfrereemy Siftcr/IiMftM 

;€«ndnue'4dnd to youy and. if yoi^r.Lady recoxxmienas 

.your X)iligefvce, upon Trial, I'll u£e my Intereft to ad- 
vance you ; you have' Senfe enough to cxpe^ Prefer- 

-mcnt Hcre» Sirrah, here^s ten Guineas for thee, 

frtthy felf ^rirugget Suit and a PuflF-Wig, and fo — - 
dub thee Wntleroan-Ufher. Sifter, . I xouft put my 

.fclf in repair^ yon mayexpcd mfc in the Evening.— 7^ 

,Wait on your Lady home, PetU. . | 

f ' . ' ' .. . BxitD^ig. 

Pet, A Chdr, a Chair, a Chair! 

Ori^Ho, no, I'll walk home, 'tis but next Door. 

[jExeunt, 

SCEN^ a Tavem, difcontmng yeung Mirabd fwl Dure- 
VsK^rifingfrmTAblf^ 

• m} 
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Mir, Welcome to Pm-is once more, my dear Captain, 
we have eat heartily^ drank roundly, paid plentifully, 
and let it go for once. . I lik'd every thing but our Wo- 
men, they look'd fo lean and tawdry, poor Creatures ! 
*Tis a ihre fign the Army is, not paid.-^ — ^— - — Give me 
the plump Fenetiafiy brifk and fanguine, that (miles, upon 
me like the glowing Sun, and meets my Lips like fpark- 
ling Wine, her Perfon fhining as the Glajfs, and Spirit 
like the foaming Liquor, 

Dug. Ah, Mirabel^ Italy I grant you ; but for our 
Women here in France y thty afie.fuch thin Brawu-fair.n 
Jades, a Man may as well makp, a ^^^^.f^Uow of a 
Cane-Chair. :.[■:. !? j.-i: c- :/ 

Mir, France! A.light, unfear^n'^.-pountry, nothing 
bat Feathers, Foppery and Faihions ; . .^eVe. iinp Weed, 
fo are our Coach- Horfes ; Men fay we*re Courtiers, Men 
abufe us ; that we are wife and politick, non credo Seig- 
new : That oui- Women have Wit ; Parrots, . mere Par- 
rots, Aflurancc and a good Mertitory,, fets them up; — — . 
There's nothing on this fidjs the-^^^^/wor^^.^y^'^^- 
ble Service t*ye ^- — Ha Roma la Santa^! Italy for my; 

Money>^ ..their Ouftojosj, Qar4ens, . Buildings^, Paintings, 
Mufick, Pdlicies,. VVia« aqd Women !^ the Paradife of 
the World ;-— ■not pefter'd with a Parcel' of. predfe 
oid goaty Fellows, that would debar their Children every 
Pkafure that they themfelves are paft the Senfe of ;^ Com- 
mend mc to the Italian Familiarity: Here, Son,.- therp's? 
iky. Crowns, .go pay your Whore hex Week's At! 
lowanccs- - .. ; - 

Dur, Ay,, thefe are your Fathers for you, that.under-, 
ftand the Neceffides of young Men j not like our mufty 
Dads, who becaufe they cannot fifh themfelves, would 
muddy the Water, and fpoil the Sport of them that can. 
But now you talk of the Plump, what d'ye think of a 
.i>«/r.6 Woman ? . , 

Mir. A Dutch Woman's too conipad ; nay, evtty 
I'hing among 'em is fo ; a Dutch Man is thick, a Dutch 
Woman iat fquab, a Dutch Horfe is round, a Dutch Dog' 
is ihort, a Dutch Ship is broad-bottpm'da and^ iii fliort, 

one 
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one would fwear the whofc Prodii^^ of tfie Country 
were call in the fame Mold with their Cheefes. 

Dur. Ay, but Mirabel^ you have foirgot the Englijb 
Ladies.: 

Mir. The Women of England were excellent, did 
they not take fuch unfufferable Pains to. ruin what Na* 
ture has made fo incomparably well ; they wouM be de? 
licate Creatures. indeed, cou'd they but throughly arrive 
at the Trench Mien, or entirely let it alone ; for., thcjf 
only fpoil a vtxY g^^ ^^ ^^ ^^^^ o^"> ^X ^° aukward 
Jmitatibn of ours ; their Parliaments and oar Taylors 
give Laws to their three Kingdoms. Butjcome, l>uri' 
tetff let us mind the Buiinefs in hand $ Miftreffes, wi 
inuft have, and muft take up with ihe Manufa^ure of 
the Place, and upon a competent Dib'gence we ihall 
£nd thofe in Paris fhall match the Italians from Top- 
to Toe, 

Dur. Ay, MlrateJ, you will do well enough,, bat 
^hat will become of your Friend ; you know I am fo 
plaguy baflxful, fo naturali|r aa Afs upon thefe OoCsAoBBi 
that- .; 

. Mr, Pflmw, you muft be bolder, Man: Travel thret 
Years, and brmg home fuch k Baby as Baihfdnefs 1 . A 
great lulty Fellow ! and a Soldier 1 fye upon it. 

Dur. Look^e, Sir, I can vifit^ and I can ogle a little^ 

•^ — as thus, or thus now. Then I can kifs a*. 

buadantly, and make a fhift to ^but if they djanoc 

to give me a ibrbidding Look, as fon^e Women, yois 
know, have a dcvililh Caft with their Eyes,— --—or il 

they cry," what ii*ye mean, what d'ye take me for ? 

JPye^ Sir, remertber who I am> Si r - A Perfon ofi 

Quality to be usM at this rate ! I-gad Vm (buck as fiat 
as a Frying-pan. 

Mir. Words o* courfe ! nevfer mind 'em : Turn yoa 
about upon your Heel with, a jante Air'; hum out tha 
End of an old Sbngj but ji crofs Caper, and at her 
again. 

pur. \tmitates BmA No harig it, 'twai never do. 
■^ ■ ■ Ooiis, what did my Father mean by iUcking me 
lip » an Univerfity„ or to- think that I ftiou'd gain any 

thing 
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thing by mf Head, in a Nation whofe Gemu& lies all m 

. their Heels ! ■ Well, if ever I come to have 

Children of my own, they Ihall have the Educatbn of 

, the Country, ^ey Ihall' leaW to dance before they can 

walk, and be taught to fing before they can fpeak. 

Mir. Come, come, throw off that childim Humour, 
put on AiTurance, there's na avoiding it; fland all Ha-^ 
zards, thouVt a ftout lufty Fellow, and haft a good 
Eftate, look bluff, heflor, you have a good Side-box 
Face, a pretty impudent Face; fo, that's pretty well. 
' ' M • '■'■ " This Fellow went abroad like an Ox, and is 
retuTn'd like an Afs. [4fi^» 

Dter, Let me fee now, how I look. [Pulls out a Pocket^ 
Glafs^ and looks 9«V.] A Sidc-ixjx Face, fay you !— *- 
*Egad I don't Mkef it, Mirtdfeh^ — Fye, Sir, don't abufe 
your Friends, I cou'd not wear fuch a Face for the bcft 
Countefs jn Chriftendom. 

jif/r. '^Yij can't you. Blockhead, as well as I ? 

Dirr. Why, thou haft Impudence to let a good Face 
upon any thmg ; I wou'd change half my Gold for half 
thy Brafs, with all my H^rt. who comes here ? Odfo, 
JW^r^Ac/, your Father! * 

Enter OUMinhd. 

OU, Mir. Where's Boh f dear Boh? 

Mir, Your Bleffing, Sir. 

Old. Mir, My Bleffing ! Dam ye, ye young Rogue ; 
V^y did not you come to fee your Father firft. Sirrah? 
My dear Boy, I am heartily gla'd to fee thee, nxy deir 

Child, fkith-^^ ^Capt. Duretete^ by the B16od of the 

Mirabels^ I'm'yours : Well, my I,ads, ye look bravely . 
•faith. Boh, haftgot any Money left? 

Mir, Not a Farthing, Sir, 

OU. Mir, Why, then I wont gi' thefe a Soufe. 

Mir, I did bat jeft, hefe's tfen Piftoles. 

Old, Mir, Why then here's ten more ; I love to be 

charitable to chofe that don't want it: ^Well, and 

how d*ye like haly, my Boys ? .- 

Mir. O the Garden of the World, Sir ; Ronui, Nd- 
pies, Venice, Milan, and a thooland others— aHfiiie, 

^ ^ , . Old: Mir, 
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Old, Mir, Ay, fay you fo! And they fay, that C^wr/ 
is very fine too. ^ , . 

Dur, Indifferent, Sir, very indifferent ; a very fcurvy 
yr, the mo& unwholefpine to a French Confutation in 
the World. ^ . ! 

Mir, Pfhaw; nothing on't; thefe rafcally Ga^tteers 
. have mifinform'd you. 

Oii/. Mr.. Mifinform'd me! Oons, Sir, were notAve 
beaten there ? 

Mir. Beaten, Sir! the French h^sdtnl 
Old. ^fir. Why, who was it^ pr^y fwect,Sir?J 
Mir. Sir, the Captain will tell you.,. . ' . 

- . pur.- No, Sir, yo\xr €on will tdl yoi|i . . - ^ - . 

Mir* The Captain was in ^e Adion,' Sir. , ' x 

D4ir, Your Son (aw more thaa I, Sir, for^hewasa 
: Lpoker-pn. • { 

Old, Mir, Confound you both for a brace of Cowards : 

hcrcrgoTQ no Germans to over-hear you; why don't ye 

^^e^ me.ho^rit was? . V ' " 

; • Mr, ^Vhy,. then you rouft jcijow,. that we march'd 

^■qp acJBody of -the fin^, braveft, well di^erajd Fellows in 

*the Univerfe, our Commanders, at! tJieHefi of. us, all 

Lace and Feather, like fo many "Beaux at a Ball— — ^I 

don't believe there was a Man ,of 'em but cou'd dance 

a Charmer^ Morbleu. • - . • 

Old, Mir, Dance ! very well, pjetty Fellows, faith ! 
, . ,Mir, W!e..caper'd up Jto their very Tjrenches, and there 
JfiiW pcepfipg over a'^^tccU of Scare ^row, Piive-cjoloiv'^, 
.'GiinpowderFeUowi asugly as"the/.I>evif-,.' ..* . *\ 

pur, I*gadi i fliall never forget the topks of ; Vm, 
, while I have Breath to fetch. . 

* Mir. They were fo civil indeed as to welcome us 
with their 'Cannon ; but for the reft, we found 'em 
fuch unmannerly, rude, uhfociable Dogs, that we grew 
tir*d of their Company, and fo we e>n danc'd back 
, again. ; ' ' ' . ' . > 

Old, Mir. And did ye all come back ? 
Mir, No, two or three thoufend' of .«8 ftay'd be- 
hind. 

Old. Mir. Why, B^h, v/hyl 

'Mir. 
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Mir* Pfliaw.' - '■ becaafe tfaey.cou'd'not c6mc tha 

j^ight. But come. Sir, we were talking of fofnc- 

tbing elfe rpray hoiv docs your lovely Charge,. the fair 
OriaMat 

Old, Mir, Ripe, Sir, juft ripe; you'll find- it better 
en^ging with her than with tlip Gomans^ let me tell 

you.— :And what wou'd you hy, my young Marsy 

if I had a Vinus for thee too? Come, B-^by your Apart- 
ment is; ready, and pray let your Friend o« my G«ieft tpo, ' 
you fhall command the Houfe between ye^ and I'll'tQ ai j 
xaiuty as the beft of you.- 

Mir. Bravely faid. Father. n 

Let Mifers bend their Age with niggard Ceres, 
And ftarve themfelves to pamper Hungry Heirs ; ^ 

Who, living, (tint their Sons what Youth may crave, i 
And make 'em revel o'er a Father's Grave, , 
The Stock on which' I grew docsftill difpenfe . ' : . j 

Its' Genial Sap into the bloolhing Branch i 
The Pruit, he knows, rfrom his dwn Root is grown, \ 

A^ therefore fooihs thofe Paflions once his own. 

neEnd.of firfi'KQTi \ '" 




A C T IL 
SCENE, Oia Miraterj Houfc. 

Oi'iana and Bi(arre. 

f;/ A ND you love this young Rake^ d'ye? 
• zjL ^'* Yes. 
Bif. In ^ight of all his ill Ufiige. 
QrU I can't help it. 
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Bi/. What's the Matter wi'yci 

Or/. POiawf 

Bi/, Um ! before that any young, lyuigi fwear- 

ing, flattering, rakehelly Fellow (houM play fuch Tricks 
^Ith mc, I woaM wear my Teeth to the Stumps witk 

Lime and Chalk. O, tlie Devil take all yous Caf- 

fandrds 2sA GeopatrtCs for m^^-— Prithee mind your Airs, 
Modes and Faftions; your Stays, Gbwns ^and Fluhe^ 
lows. Hark^e^ n»y Dear, have yoagQtiiQiQe:yo«r Air- 
bdowM -Smocks yet ? 

Ori, Prithee be quiet, Btfarre ; you know J caa be at 
nad as you when this Mirabel is out of my Head. 

Bif, Pihaw ? wouM he were out, or in, or fome way 
to make you cafy. — — I warvant now, youll play xhm 
Fool when he comes, and lay you k>veidm.; eh ! 

Ori. Moft certainly j — I can?t diffemble,! Bijam:'^ 
beiides, ^tis pad that, we're contiaQed. 

Bif, Contrafled ! alack a dajF, poor thing. What you. 
Iiave chang'd Rings^ or broken an old Broad-fdtct be>* 
t ween you! Heark'e, Chikl, han't yoo broke ^{bnke^ung 
dfe between ye? 

Ori. No, no, I «an i^ure ydQ. 

Bif. Then, what d'ye whine for? Whilftl kept that 
in my Power, I wou'd make a Fool of any Fellow in 
Fratifi. . Well, I muil confefis^ I do .lov« a little Co- 
^u0tii)g^with aQ my heaf(! my Bi^SmI^ Jhosi'd be to 
break Gold with my Lover one Hour, and crack my 
Promife the next ; he fhou'd £nd me one Day with a 
^ Prayer-book in my Hand, and with a Play-bode ano- 
dier. He fhou'd have my Confent to buy the Weddii^> 
Ring,' and the next Moment wou'd I hugh in his Face* 

Ori. O my ..Dear,, were^therc/no. greats^ Tye.npoA 
my Heart, than there is upon my Conicience, I wou'4 
foon throw the Contrail oiic ..o' dooi9 ; but th« Mif- 
chief on^t is, I am fo fond of being ty'd that Vti 
forc'd to be juft,« and -the Strength of my Paffioh keepi 
down the Inclination of my Sex. Bat heie^s the old 
Gentleman. 



Enter 
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Enter old Mirabel. 

Old, Mir. Whprc'ft tay W«aclv$s ? whjcrc'i my twQ 
Kttle Girls : Eh ! Have a care, look to your felvesg, 
faith, theyVe coming, ttue Ti!avellers ar^ a coming. 
WeD! which 6f you two. will. b^. lay Daughter- in-Law. 
«10W? Bifarre^ Bi/arre^ what fity.you. Madcap? Mi-^ 
r^^r/is a ^re wad Fellow. . 

^ t like him the wdrfe. 

Old. Mir J You lye, Hiifli^, you.lifa? him the better, 
indeed you do: What (ay you^ my t'other little Fil* 
i)crt? he! 

"Ori. I fuppofe the Gentleman will chafe for him^, 
^ir. 

0/d. Mir. Why, that's difcceetly .<akl; and (6 he fli^* 

Enter Mirabel and Duretete, thsy Ja/ute the Ladies. 

Bob. HearlcV, yod fliall marQr one of thefe Gir^s, 
^rrah. 

Mir. Sir, Pll marry 'em both,, if you picafe, 

Bi/. [/ifidt.^ He'll find that one may ferve his turn. 

Old. Mir. Both I Why you ypung Dog, d'ye banter. 
«me? : ■ C ome, Sir, take your C.hoic^-rrT--^«rf '^^T» 
yoa (hall have your Choice too ; but Robin Sbs^ chuic. 
'fir*. Owie Sh-, begin/ 

Mr. Well, I an! the firft Son that i^ made his Fa- 
ther's Dwelling a Bawdy-houfer— let me fee. 

OU. Mir. Wdl I which d'ye^Uke ? 

Mir. Bodi 

Old, Mir. 'But v^hich will yoU xomyJ ^jt,' 

-W^.vWiiaier. %. 

Old. Mir. Neither Don^t make me anjmf xiC^ 

B^ i i^tkf dtto'j; make mb angry,— ~-Lpok'|E,. birr^H, if* 
1 don*tdBfice'at your Wedding UyjfiPuW^. I iball be. 
•vciT glad to cry at your Grave. . 

Mir. f hafs a Bull, Father. 

Old. Mir. A Bttlll Why, how i^Ow. ungrateful Sir, 
•did I make thee a Mas» that thou. ihooUll nia^ me a. 
Bctft? . . 

Mir. Your Pardon, Sir, I only.mJGanLyQi»rJExci^-. 
fim. " ^ Old: 
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OU, Mir, Heark^Cy J?o£,. learn better Manners to your 
Father before Strangers : I won't be angry this time^ 
-> — L-^A— But donsy if ever yoaxio't agairi^ you Rafcal, 
remember what I fay. ?> 

Mir, FfhaWy what does the dd Fellow mean by 

' xnewing me up herewith a couple of green Girls ? Come, 

Z)»rf/f/«, wiilyo*^.? ; 

Ori, I hope, Mr. Mirabel^ you ha'n't forgot- 

Mir. No, no, Madam, I ha'n*t foi^ot, I have brought 
you a thoufand little //4/rV»r Guiloiities ; TU afiure you. 
Madam, as far -tfs .a' hundred Piftoles would reach,. I 
ha'n't forgot the lead Circumilance. 

Ori> Sir, you mifonderftand me. 

Mir. Odfo, the Relicks, Madam from Rome. I do re* 
member now, you made a Vow of Chaftity before, my 
Departure ; a Vow of Chaftity, or fomething like it ; 
was it not. Madam ? 

Ori. O Sir, I'm anfwer'd at prefent. , . [Exit. 

Mir, She was coming full mouth upon me with her 
Ccmtradl Wou'd I might difpatch t'other. 

Dur. Mirabe l • that Ijady there, obferve her, 

ihe's wondrous pretty, faith, and feems to have but few 
Words;. I like her mainly i fpeak to her^ Man, .prithee- 
ipeak to her. • . :• . 

Mir. Madam, here's a Gentleman, who decjaresF-r' 

Dur, Madam don't believe him, I declare npthing 
What the Devil do you mean, Man ? 

Mir, He fays. Madam, that you are as beautiful as 
an Angel. 

' Dur, He tells a damn'd Lye, Madam; I fay no foch 
thing : Are you mad, Mirabel P Why I ihaU diop down 
with Shame. . .' 

Mir, And fo. Madam, not donbtii^ but your Lady- 
fiiip may like him as well as he does you, I think it pro-. 
per to leave you together. 

\Goingy Darttsit Mds h'm. 

Dur, Hold, hold , ■ w hy Mirabel, JFricnd, furc 
jrou won't be fo barbarous as to leave me alone.. Prithe^ 
fpeak to her for your felf, as it were. Lord^ Lord, that 
a /r«rfifow<wr fliottWi want Impudence ! 
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Mir, You look mighty demure. Madam,— —— She's 
deaf. Captain. 

Dur,. I had much rather have her dumb. 

Mf^.\ The Gravity of your Air, Madam, promifei 
fome extraordinary Fruits from your Study, which moves 
us with a Curiofity to enquire the Subjeft of your Lady- 
fhip's Contemplation. Not a Word ! 

Dur, " I hope in (he Lord Ihe's fpeechlefs ; if flie be, 

fhe's mine this Moment. WraheU d*ye think ^ 

Won^n's Silence can be natural ?— — - 

Bif. But the Forms that Logicians introduce, and 
which proceed from iimple Enumeration, are dubitable^ 
and proceed only upon Admittance — ; — ^— • 

Mir, Hoyty toyty! what a Plague have we here? 
?lato in Petticoats. . : 

Dur, Ay, ay, let her go on, Man \ fhe talks in my 
own Mother-Tongue. 

Bif, 'Tis expos'd to Invalidity from a contradidory 
Tnftancc, looks only updn common Operations, and is 
infinite in its Termination. 

Mir, Rare Pedantry. 

Dur, Axioms! Axioms! Self evident Principles. 

Bif, Then the Ideas wherewith the Mind is preoccu- 
pate. ^O Gentleman, I hop« you'll pardon my Cogi- 
tation ; I was involved in a profound Point of Philofophy ; 
but I fhall difgufs it fome where elfe, being fatisfy'd that 
the Subjed is not agreeable to your Sparks, that pro- 
fefs the Vanity of the Times. 

\Exiu 

Mir, Go thy way, good Wife J5w: Do you hear, 
Duretete? Doft hear this ftarch'd piece of Aufterity ? 

Dur, She's mine^ Man ; (he's mine ; My own Ta- 
lent to a T. I'll match her in Dialedls, faith. I was 
ieven Years at the Univerfity, Man, nurs'd up with 
Barbara^ Celarunt, Darii, Ferioj Baralipton, Did you 
ever know, Man, that t'was Metaphyficks made me aa 
Afs I it was, faith. Had fhe talk'd a Word of Singing, 
Dancing, < Plays, Faihions, or the like, I had foundered 
at the fill Step; but as fhe is« , ■■ ^Mirabel, wjiji me 
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Mir. You don't mean Marriage, I hope. 

Dur, No, no, I am a Man of more Honour. 

Mir. Bravely refelv'd. Captain," now for thy Credit, 
Svann me this frozen Sn(Jw-ball, 'twill be a Conqueft 
'above the Alps, 

Dur, But Will you promife to be always near me ? 

Mir. Upon all Occafions, never fear. 

Dur, Why then, you (hall-fee me in two Moments 
make an Indu£Uon from my Love to her Hand, from 
her Hand to her Mouth, from her Mouth to her Heart, 
and fo conclude in her Bed, Categorematice, 

Mir, Now the Game begins, and my Fool is enter'd. 
"But here comes one to fpoil my Sport; now 
fhall I be teaz'd to death with this old fafhion'd Contra^.. 
I fliou'd love her too, if I might do it my own way, 
"but fhe'U do nothing without WitnefTes fbrfooth. I 
wonder Women can be fo immodefl. 

Enter Oriana. 

Well, Madam, why d'ye follow me ? ^ 

Ori, Well, Sir, why do you ihun me ? 

Mir, 'Tis my Humour, Madam, and I'm naturally 
fway'd by Inclination. 

Ori, Have you forgot our Contraft, Sir ? 

Mir, All I remember of that Contraft is, that it was 
made fome three Years ago, and thit's enough in Con- 
fcience to forget the reft on't. 

Ori, 'Tis fufficient. Sir, to recoHcft Ae paffing of it ; 
for in that Circumitance, I prefume, lies the Force of 
the Obligation. 

Mir, Obligations, Madam, that are fbrc'd upon the 
Will, are no tyc upon the Confcittice ; I was a Slave to 
iny Faffiotj when I pafs'dthe Inftrument ; but the Reco- 
rery of ray Freedom makes the Coptradt void. ' 
• Ori, Sir, you can't in^kc that a Compulfion vv^ncli 
was ypiit own Choice; befides. Sir, a Sul^e6Hon to 
your own Dciires has not the Virtue of a forcible 
Conftr^nt.r'Andyou will find. Sir, that to plead your 
Paflion for the kiDfiig of "a Man, will hardly exempt 
yoii from the Juftice of the Puniihmcnt, 

^ , Mir. 
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MV. And itr, Madam, you make the Sin of Mar- 
ther and the Crime of a Contra^ the very fame, 
becaufe that Hanging and Matrimony are To much 
alike. 

Ori. Come, Mn Mirabel^ thefe Expreflions I ex:- 
pedled from the Raillery of your Humour, bat I hope 
for very difierent Sentiments from your Honour and 

Mir, Look*e, Madam, as for my Generofity, 'tis at 
your Service, with all my Heart : Pll keep you a Coadk 
and fix Horfes, if you pleafe, only permit me to keej> 
my Honour to my felf ; for I can affure you. Madam, 
that the Thing calPd Honour is a Circumftance abfo- 
lutely unneceffary in a natural Correfpondence between 
Male and Female, and he's a Mad<man that lays it our, 
confidering its Scarcitjr, upon any fuch trivial Occa- 
f\om. There's Honour requir'd of us by our Friend?, 
and Honour due to our Enemies, and they return it td 
us again ; but I never heard of a Man that left but an 
Inch of his Honour in a Woman's keeping, that cou'd 
ever get the leaft Account on't, ■ Confider, Madam, 
yon have no fuch thing among you, and 'tis amain 
Point of PoKcy to keep no Faith with Rej>robates— — • 
thou art a pretty litde Reprobate, and fo get thee about 
thy Bufinefs. 

Or/. Well, Sir, even all tliis I will allow to the Gaiet)^ 
of your Temper; your Travels have improv'd your 
Talent of Talking, but they arc not of Force, I hope, 
to impair your Morals. 

Mtr. Morals f Why there ^tis again no w I tell 

fhee. Child, there is not the leaft Occaiion for Moials 
in any Bufinefs between you and !■■■ ■■ > tDon't you' 
know,, that of all Commerce ihdie World there is no 
futh Cozenage and Deceit as in die Traffiek between 
Man and Woman ; we ftudy all our Lives long how to 
put Tricks upon one another-^— *— What is your Bufi- 
nefs now, from the Time you throw away your ar- 
tificial Babies, but how to get flatiiral ones with the 

moft Advantage ! No Fowlar hip abroad mdre 

Ne.ts, for his Came, nor a Hunter for bis Prey, than 
^ B 2 you 
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you do to catch poor innocent Men-— Why do you 
fit three or four Hours at your Toylct in a Morning? 
only with a villanous Defign to make feme poor Fel- 
low a Fool before Night. What are your languifliing' 
Look§, your ftudy'd Airs and Affeftations, but fo many 
Baits and Devices to delude Men out of their dear Li- 

- berty and Freedom ! What d'ye figh for ? What 

d^yc weep for ? What d'ye pray for ? Why for a Huf- 
band : That is, you implore Providence to affilt you in 
the juft and pious Defign of making the wifed of his 
Creatures a Fool, and the Head of the Creation a 
Slave. 

OrL Sir, I am proud of my Power, and am refolv'd 
Co ufe it. 

Mir, Hold, Hold, Madam, not fo fall— -As you 
have Variety of Vanities to make Coxcombs of us ; fo 
we have Vows, Oaths, and Proteftations of all Sorts 
and Sizes to make Fools of you. As you are very 
fbange and whimfical Creatures, fo we are allowed as 
unaccountable Ways of managing you. And this, in 
ihort, my dear Creature, is our prefent Condition. I 
liave fworn and ly'd briikly to gain my Ends of you ; 
your Ladyfhip has patch'd and painted violently, to 
gain yqur Ends of me . But, fmce we are both 

difappomted, let us make a drawn Battle, and part 
dear on both Sides. n 

Ori. With all my Heart, Sir; give me up my Con- 
traft, and I'll never fee your Face again. 

Mir. Indeed I won't. Child. 

OH. What, Sir, neither do one nor t'other ? 
. jl/ir; No, you fhall die a Maid, unlefs you pleafe to 
be otherwife upon my Terms. 

Ori, What do you intend by this. Sir t 

Mr. Why, to ftarve you into Compliance ; look'e,. 
yoii fhall never marry any Man ; and you had as good 
let me do you a Kindnefs as a Stranger. . . 

Ori, Sir, you're a-*; — ^ . , 

A&>. >Vhat am I, Miftrefe ? ,^ ., ; i-.. 

,Ori. A Villain, Sir?, , . _.. . ■ ... ./.^^T 



' Mir, 
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Mir. I'm glad on't*— — I never knew aft honeft 
Fellow in my Life, but was a Villain upon thefe Oc- 

Caiions. Ha'n't you drawn your felf now into a 

very pretty Dilemma ? Ha, ha, ha ; the poor Lady has 
made a Vow of Virginity, when (he thought of ma- 
king a Vow for the tontrary. Was ever poor Woman 
fc cheated into Chaftity ? 

0/7. Sir, my Fortune is equal to yours, my Friends 
as powerful, and both Ihall be put to the Teft, to do rac 
Juftice. 

Mr, What f you'll force me to marry you, will ye ? 

Ori, Sir, the Law (hall. 

Mtr, But the Law can*t force me to do any thing elfe, 
can it ? . 

Ori. Pihaw, I defpife thee, Monfter. 

Mtr, Kifs and be Friends dien Don't cry, Child, 

and you fhall have your Sugar plumb • Come, 

Madam, d'ye think I could be fo unrcafonable as to 
make you faft all your Life long? No, I did but jeft^ 
yoir fhall have your Liberty ; here, take your Contract, 
and give* me mine. 

On. No, I won't. 

Mir. Eh ! What is the Girl a Fool? 

On, No, Sir, you Ihall find me cunning enough to 
60 my felf Juilice j and fioce I muft not depend upon 
your Love, I'll be reveng'd, and force you t9 marry me 
out of fpight. 

Mir. Then I'll beat thee out of fpight; and make a 
moft confounded Hufband. 

On. OSir, Ifhall match ye: A good Hufband makes 
a good Wife at any time. 

Mir, I'll rattle down your China about your Ears. 

Ori. And I'll rattle about the City to run you in Debt 
for more. 

Mir, Your Face- mending Toylet fhall fly out of the 
Window. 

Ori, And your Face-mending Periwig fhall fly af- 
ter it. 

Mir, I'll tear the Furbelow off your Clothes, and 
B 3 when 
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when yoa {woon for Vexation, you fha'n*t have a Penny 
to buy a Bottle of Harts horn. 

Ori, And youy Sir, (hall have Harts-horn in abun- 
dance. 

Mtr, ril keep as many Miftreffes as I have Coach - 
Horfes. 

Ori. And 1^11 keep as niany Gallants as you havq^ 
Grooms. 

Mir, 1*11 lie with your Woman before your Face. 

Ori, Have a care of your Valet behind your Back. 

Mir, But, fweet Madani^ there is fuch a thing as a 
Divorce. 

Ori. But, fweet Sir, there is fuch a thing as Alimony, 
fo divorce on, and fpare not. \Exit. 

Mir. Ay^ that feparate Maintenance is the Devil 

there's their Rufuge o' my Confciencc, one wou'd 

take Cuckoldom for a meritorious Adion, becaufe the 
Women are fo handfomely rewarded for*t. 

[Exit.. 

SCENE changes to a large Farlowr in the 
fame Houfe, 

Enter Duretete and Petit. 

Dur, And (he's mighty pcevilh, you fay ? 

Pet. O Sir, (he has a Tongue as long as my Leg, 
and talks fo crabbedly, you wou'd think (he always 
fpoke Weljh, 

Dur. That's an odd Language mcthinka, for her 
Philofophy. 

Pet, But fometimcs (he williit you half a Day without 
fpeaking a Word, and ulk Oracles all the while by 
the Wrinkles of her Forehead, and the Motions of her 
Eye -brows. 

Dur, 'Nay, I (hall match her in philofophical Ogles, 
fahh ; that's my Talent: I can talk bell, you muft 
know, when I fay nothing. 

Pet, But d'ye ever laugh, Sir ? 

Dur. Laugh ! Won't ihe endure laughing f 
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Pet, Why Ihe's a Critick, Sir, ftie hates a Jeft, for 
fear it Hiould pleafe her; and nothing keeps her in 
Humour but what gives her the Spleen. And then^ 
for Logick, and all that, you know . 

Dur. Ay, ay, I m prepared, I have been praftifmg 
hard Words, and no Senfe, this Hour to entertain 
her. 

Pet, Then place your felf behind this Screen, that 
yoix may have a View of her Behaviour before you 
begin. 

Dur, I long to engage her, left I (hou'd forget my 
Leffon. 

Pet. Her^ fhe comes. Sir, I muft fly. 

l^Exit Pet, and D\XT. fiandi feefing behind the Curtain, 

Enter Bifarre and Maid. 
Bif. [With a Book'] Pfhaw, hang Books, they four 
cur Temper, fpoil our £yes, and ruin our Complexions^ 

\Thronjifs envay the Book, 
Dur, Eh! The Devil fuch a Word there is in all 
Arifiotle, 

Bif, Come, Wench, let's be free, call in the Fiddle, 
there's nb body near us. 

Enter Tidier, 

Dur. Wou'd to the Lord there was not. 

Bif, Here, Friend, a Minuet \ — quicker Time j ha— 
wou'd we had a Man or two. 

Dur. [Stealing anvay.] You fhall have the Devil 
fooner, my dear dancing Philofopher. 

Bif. Uds my Life ! Here's one. 

[Runs ta Dur. and hales him back. 

Dur. Is all my learn'd Preparation come to this ? 

Bif. Come, Sir, don't be afham'd, that's my good 

Boy you're very Welcome, we wanted fuch a one 

Come, ftrike up — I know you dance well. Sir, 

you're finely Ihap'd for't Come, come. Sir ; quick, 

quick, you mifs the Time elfe. 

Dur. But, Madam^ I come to talk with you. 

B 4 Bif 
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Bif, Ay, ay, talk as you dance, talk as you dance, 
come. 

Dun But we were talking of Dialcdlicks. 

Br/, Hang Dialcfticks Mind the Time — quicker. 

Sirrah, [To the FiJfer.'} Come, and how d'ye find 

your felf now, Sir ? 

Dur. In a fine breathing Sweat, Doftor. 

£i/. All the better, Patient, all the better; . 

Come, Sir, fmg now, fing, 1 know you fmg wellj 
I fee you have a fmging Face; a heavy dull Sonato 
Face. 

Dur. Who, Ifing? 

Bif. O you're model!, Sir but come, fit down, 

clofer, cloler. Here, a Bottle Wine ■ Come, Sir^ 
fa, la, lay ; fmg, Sir. 

Dur, But, Madam, I came to talk with you. 

Bif. O Sir,. you fhall drink firft. Come, fill me a 
Bupper here. Sir, blefs the King. 

Dur, Wou'd I were out of his Dominions* — By 
this Light, (he'll make me drunk too. 
. Bi/. O pardon me. Sir, you fhall do me right, fill it 

higher. Now, Sir, can you* drink a Health under 

your Leg ? 

Dur. Rare Philofophy that. Faith. 

Btf. Come, off with it to the Bottom. Now, 

how d'ye like me. Sir? 

Dur. O, mighty well, Madam. 

Bi/. You fee how, a Woman's Fancy varies, fome- 
times fplenetick and heavy, then gay and frolickfome. 
——And how d'ye like the Humour ^ "' , 

Dur. Good Madam, let me fit down to anfwer you, 
for I am heartily (^ir'd. 

Bi/. Fye upon't ; a young Man, and tir'd I up for 
fhame, and walk about, Aftion becomes us — — r a little . 

fafter. Sir What d'ye think now of my Lady La 

Pale, and Lady Coquet, the Duke's fair Daughter ? 
Ha ! Are they not briflc Lafles ? Then there is black 
Mrs. Bellttir, and Brown Mrs. Bell/ace. 

Dur» They are all Strangers to me, Madam. 
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iif. But let me tell you, Sir, that brown is not al- 
ways defpicable O Lard, Sir, if young Mrs. Ba- 

gate/i had kept her felf fmgle *till this time o'Day, 
what a Beauty there had been ! And then, you know, 
the charming Mrs. Monkey love, the fair Gem of St, 
Germains, 

Dur, Upon my Soul, I don't. 

Bif. And then you muft have hcar^ of the EngliJ^ 

Beau, Spleenamore^ how unlike a Gentelman 

Dur. Hey not a Syllable on't, as I hope to be 

faved» Madam. 

Bif No ! Why then play me a Jig. Come, Sir. 

• Dur, By ^his Light I cannot ; faith. Madam, I have 

fprain'd my Leg. . - 

Bif. Then fit you down, Sir ? and now tell me what's 

your Bulinefs with mef What's your Errand? Quick, 

quick,, difpatch ^^Odfo, may be you are fome Gen- 

tlcma!i*s. Servant, that has brought me a Letter, or ^ 
HawTPeh of Venifon,. ^ ' 

Dur. 'Sdeath, Madam, do I look like a Carrier? 
Bif. O; cry you Mercy, I faw you juftnow, Lmif- 
took you, upon my Word; you are one of the travelling 

Gendemen ^and pray. Sir, how do all our impudent 

Friends in Italy, 

Dur. Madam, I came to wait on you with a more 
ferious Intention thaii your Entertainment has an- 
fwer'd. . ' , 

Bif. Sir, your intention of waiting on me was the 
greatefl AffrOnt . imaginable, how'er your , Expreffions 
may turn it to a Complement: Your Vifit, Sir, was 
intended as^ a Prologue to a v§ry fcurvy Play, of which 

Mr. MtrAhl and yQu & bandfomely laid the Plot 

Many ! Noi . /?<?, tm^ a. Mun pf ^ more .-Honour, Where's 
yx)iir,Ho6oiSrJ. Wl^cure's your Courage now? Ads my. 

Life, Sir, I have* a great Mind to kick you i-— • 

Go>rg» to: yo«ruFdijow-IUke now, rail at my Sex 
and gee drunks for Vexation,, and write a Lampoon 

' But I muft have you to know Sir, that my 

B,epMt4tion is; above the Scandal of a Libel, my Vir- 
tue is. fujfidei^/^ appray'^ to thofe whofe Oi^Bion. » 
.uA By ^ .my 
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my Interdl : And for the reft, let them talk ivhat they 
will; for when I pleafe V\\ be what I pleafe, in fpighf 
of you and all Mankind ; aad fo my dear A^n of Honour^ 
if you be tir'd, con over this LeHon, and fit there till I 
conse to you. [Rum off. 

Dur, Turn ti^dum. [•^/^^-r.] Ha, ha, ha, JJs mf 
Life: I ha*ve n great mind to kick you ! Oons and 

Confufion ! [Statts k/.] Was ever Man fo abns' d 
Ay, Mirahd iet me OQ. 

Inter Petit. 
Pet. Wdl, Sir, how d>e find your felf ? 
, 2)»r. You Son of a nine ey'd Whore, d'ye come to 
abofe me ? Til kick you with a Vengeance, you Dog. 
[Petit rum off\ and Dur. after hint. 
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ACT III. 
SCENE continues. [ 

0/dMMbelandtienuf^. 
Old Mir. T^OB, come hither, Bo^. i 

13 Mr. Your Pkafurc, Sir ? 

Old Mir. Are not 311DU a great Rogue, Sirrah? I 

Mir. That's a little out of my Cottiprehcnfion, Sir, 
for Tve heard ky, that I refemUe my Father. 

Old Mir. Your Falser is your very bwabk Slave-^ 
I tdl thee what, Child, thou ait avtery pretty Feltew, 
And I love thee hcattily ; aiid.a vary g^eac VUiain, zAi, 
I hate the mortaOy. 

Mir. Vfllab, Sir! Then I muft be a xeiy impudtent 
CBic, for I can't recdUeft any PaRagr of my Life thai 
I*m afliam'd of. 

Old Mir. Come hither, my dear Friend 5 doft fee tha 

Digitized by Google.'^''* 



^e Way to win him. 35 

Mir. X)rianA^s} Pfliawf 

Old Mir. What, Sir, won't yoa look upon*t?— ♦ 
Bohj dear Boh, prithee come hither now — Dpfl 
want any Money, Child ? 
Mir. No, Sir. 

Old Mir, Why then here's fome for thee ; come here 
now How canft thou be fo hard-hearted, at» 

wmataral, unmannerly Rafcal (don't mifiake me. Child, 
I a'n't angry) as to abufe this tender, lovely, good-na^ 
tor'd dear Rogue ?——— Why, fhe fighs for thee,' 
and cries for thee, pouts for thee, and fnubs for thee; 
the poor little Heart of it is like to burft ■ 

Come, my dear Boy, be good-natur'd like your nown 
Father, b^ now ■■ ' and then fee here, read this 
•——-—the Effigies of the lovely Orianay with ten 

thoufand Pound to her Portion ten thoufand Poan4 

you Dog ; ten thoufand Found you Rogue ; how dare 
you refui'e a Lady with ten thoufand Pounds youimpu-; 
dent Rafcal ? 

Mr. Will you hear roe fpeak, Sir ? 
Old Mir. if ear you fpeak, Sir ! If you had ten 
dioofand Tongues, yoa cou'd not out-talk ten thou^d 
Pornid^ Sir. 

Mir. Nay, Sir, if yon won*t hear me I'll be gone. 
Sir [ I'll take Poft ^r Italy this Moment. 

Old Mir. Ahf the Fetlow knows I won't part with 
Irim: Well, Sir, what have you to &y ? ' 

Mir. l^e uoiver&l Reception, Sir, that Maniagd 
has iiad in the World, is enough to £x it for a pub- 
Ifdc Good, and to draw every body into the Common 
Cavie ; but there are fome ConftitutiGais like fome In- 
fimment?, {o peculiarly . £ngalar, that they make tok- 
xable Mufick by themfelves, but never do well in a 
Confoit. 

Old Mir. Why this is Reafibn, I muft eonfefe, but 
yet -ti6 Noiifenfe too; for tho' yoa ihou'd reafon like. 
an Angel, if yoa^gue your ielf out of a good Eiiate, 
you talk like a Fool. 

^ -. .J ., . . : .. . . .,^., 
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Mir, But, Sir, if you bribe me into Bondage with 
the Riches of Crafus^ you leave me but a Beggar for 
want of my Liberty. 

Old Mir. Was ever fuch a perverfe Fool heard ? 
'Sdeathj-^ir, why did I give you Education ? was it to 
difpute me oat of my Senfts \ Of what Colour now is 
the Head of this Cane ? You'll fay 'tis white, and, tea 

to one make me believe it too I thought that 

young Fellows ftudy'd to get Money. 

Mir, No, Sir, I have ftudy'd to defpife it j voy 
Reading was noi to make me rich, but happy. Sir. 

Old Mir. There he has me agen now. But, Sir, 4id 
not I marry to oblige you ? 

Mir, To oblige me. Sir, in what relpeft pray ? 

Old Mir. Why, to bring you into the World, Sir j 
Wa'n't that an Obligation ? 

Mir, And becaufe I wou'd have it Hill an Obligation, 
I avoid Marriage. 

Old Mir. How is that. Sir ? \ 

Mir, Becaufe I wou'd not corfe the Hour I was 
bom. 

Old Mir, Look'c, Friend, you may perfuade me out 
of my Defigns, but Til command you out of your$ i 
and tho* you may convince my Reafon that you a?c 
in the right, yet there is an old Attendant of Sixty*: 
l^ree, caird Rafitivenefs, which you nor all the Wits 
in Italy (hall ever be able to fhake j fo, Sir, you'ref 
2( Wit, and I'm a Father; you may talk,. but I'll be 
obeyed. 

Mir, This it is to have the Son a finer Gentleman 
than the Father; they firft give us Breeding that .they 
don't underftand, then they turn us out of Doors 'caufe, 
we are wifer than themfelves* But I'm a little afore-, 
hand with the old Gentleman. [Jfide,'] Sir, you have^ 
been pleafed to fettle ia tboufand Pound: Sferling a^Year 
upon me I in return of which, I have a very great Ho-- 
BOur for you and your Family, and ihall take care that 
your only and beloved Son fhall do nothing to make 
him hate his Father, or to hang himfelf. So, dear Sir, 
i>aj^our very hiunble Servant. [Rum off, 

^A\eh Old 
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Old Mir. Here, Sirrah;^ Rogue, Bot, Villain f 
Enter Dogard. 

Dug, Ah, Sif, Sis but what he deferves. 

Old. Mir. 'Tis falfe, Sir, he don't deferve it : what 
have you to fay againfl my Boy, Sir ? 

Dug. I fhall only repeat your own Words. 
. 0/ii Mir. What have you to do with my Words ? I 
l^ve fwallow'd my Words already, I have eaten them 
up, and how can you come at 'em, Sir ? 

Dug. Very eafily. Sir: 'Tis but menuoning your 
injar'd Ward, and yoa will throw them up a^un im- 
mediately. 

OAi Mir. Sir, your Sifter was a foollfh young Flirt to 
truft any foch young, deceitful, rakehelly Rogue, like. 
him. 

Dug. Cry you Mercy, old Gentleman, 1 thought we 
ihou'd have the Words again. 

. O/J Mir. And what th^n i ^Tis the way with yoopg 
Fellows to flight old Gentlemen's Words, you neverr 

mind 'em when yo\i ought. 1 fay, that ^^^'s an 

honeft Fellow, and who dares deny it ? 

Enter Bifarre. 

Bi/. That dare I, Sir: >-^ I fay, that your Son" 

is a . wild, fbppi(h, whimfical, impertinent 'Coxcomb ; 
and iverc. I .abjis'd as this Gentleman's Sifter is> 1 woii'd- 
make it an Italian Quarrel, and poifon the whole Fa-* 
mily. - .... V, 

Dug. Come, Sir, 'tis no time for trifUngi my Sifter 
is abus'd ; you are made fenfible of the Affront, and . 
your Honour is cpncem'd to fee her redrefs'/d. ' ^ 

Old Mir. Lbok'e, Mr. Dugard^ good Words go far-j 
theft. . I will do your Sifter Juftice^ but it rouft be after 
my own rate, ^o body muft abiife my Son but my felf. , 
Fur altho' Aohin be a fed Dog, yet he's no body's Puppy , 
but my own. 

Bif. k^y that's my fwect-natur'd, kind old- Gentle- 
roan Wheedling him.'] We Will be good then, if^ 

you'll join with us in the Plot. ' \ 

' Old 

. Digitized by Google 



3? ^the Inconfiant : Or^ 

Old Mir. Ah, you ooaxbg yotrag Baggage, what 
Plot can you have to wheedlr a Pdlow of Sixty three ? 

Bif, A Plot that Sixty three is only good for, to 
bring other People together, ^ i a Spam/6 Plot lefs 
dangerous than that of Eighty eight, and you muft adb 
the Spaniard 'caufe your Son will leaft Aifped you ; and 
if he fliou'd, your Authority pfote£b you from a Quar- 
rel, td which Oriafra is unwiUing to exfK^eW Brother. 

Old Mir, And what part will you adt In the Bdineisy 
Madam? 

Bi/'. Myfdf, Sir ; my Friend is grown « perfcft 
Changding ; thefe foolift Hearts «f ouw ^poilour Heads 
prefently ; the Fellows no fooner turn Knaves, but Wo . 
turn Fools: But I am fHII inyi^clf, aid he may expedl: 
the moft fevere Ufage fiora me, 'caufe, I neither love 
him, nor hate him. , [Exit.^ 

' Old Mtr-, Well faid, Mre. Paradox ; but, 5ir, who 
muft open the Matter to him ? 
. 2>5Bfg:. Fetit^ Bir, who is bur Engineer General* And 
fiere he comes. 

EnHr Petit. 

Pit. O Sir, more Difcov^ries; are all Friends about 

us? . , ,^ , , ' 

Dug, Ay, iy, (peak freely. * , 

Pet. y'ou muft know. Sir i- — f ; bd*s iny IMe, 
Tm out of BreSith i yoo ffliift kiiow, Sit,-^-^ytou touft 
know '"" '■' ' - > c -■ . ^ r : ^: . 

Old Mir. What the Devil mull we know. Sir ? 

Pet. That I hx^t [Pants and bli^s.'\ "brib'd. Sir, 
|>rib*d— ^ ryour Son's ^eci*etary of State. 

pjd il/^.'S^a^etary dfStai^r—r-^ who's that, *fbr. 
XJeaven*s iSake ? ' ' - ' ' 'V. ' ^ 

Pet. His Valet-de-^aiambte, fti?? yoTt-xnuIr know,* 
Sir, thit tlie Intrlgpe lay fold^cf tip' witH Ws 'NfsflfeiCs; 
Clothes, and when he went to dvift the EinbroiderM Suit/ 
the Secret ilew out of the right Pocket of his Coat, 
in a whole fwarm Cf your Crambo Songs^ ibort- footed 
Odes, and long-legged Findaricks. 

0/^Mr. Impoffible! . .......c,. .' 

. *^ Pet. 
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Pet. Ah, Sir^ he haA k>v*d her all along ; there was 
Orwa ki e?«rv Line^ but he hates Marriage : New^ 
Sir, thk Plot will ftir tip his J^atoufy, and we ihall know 
hjr the Stfength of that how to proceed fiuther. 
Come, Sir, let's abo«t k with Speed. 
*Tis Expedition gives our King the Sway j 
For ExpecKcioB too the French pve way 5 
Swift to attack^ or fwtft — ft) run away, [Exeunt. 

A. . . . . • 

Enter Min^bel tf»//.Bifarre, faffing earete^ fy d«* 
anofber. 

Bif. [JfiJeJ] I woodef ^i^t ihe ca^ fee iq this Fel- 
low to like him ^ 

. Mir. \_AJuie] I wonder what my Friend can fee in 
^s Girl to admire her ? 

Bif. {,4fide\ A wild, fof^iih,. extravagant Rake-hell^ 

Mir. [,Afide\ A lights whimiica]« ixnper^x^t Mad- 
Cap. 

Bif. Whom do you mean, Sir ? 

Mir, Whom do you mean. Madam f . ' 

Bif. A FellovV that has nothing left to re-eftaUiih him 
for a huoi^ui Crea^ure^ but a pn^dent Refolution to h^g 
himfeif. ' ... 

Mir, There is a Way, Madam, to force me to diat 
RefoiutioB. i . . 

. , Bif. .ril do't With all my -Hiefirt, ... , ' \' 

Mir. Then you muft marry me. 
, B7f..Look'^j fSir, dpn't diink your ill Manners to me 
(hall excufe your ill Ufage pf my Friend ; nor by fixing 
a ijnarrel here, to divert my Zeal for the abfentrfor 
I'm refolv'd,, nay, I come prep^r'd to make yjoa a IV 
^flgyrick, tha^ ihall mortiiy yqyr Pri^e lifae any fQodcM 
Deduction. . .., . . > 

. Mr. A|pd J, MadflMP^ likea tnie modem; Pntron^ fltflt 
hvd|ygiy# yo^rXhai^ks for your Tropbje. . 
. ^^. *Cpwc, 5ir»vtq let yoy feci )^% litljci Eounda* 
tion you have for your dear Sufficiency^ Til take yoa 
to pieces. 

Mir, 
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Mir. And what Piece will you chafe ?. 

Bif, Your Heart, to be fure; 'caufe I (hou'd get pre- 
fently rid oo't ; your Courage I wou'd give to. a Hedor^ 
your Wit to a lewd Play-maker, your Honour to an 
Attorney, your Body to the Phyficians, and your Soul 
to its Mader. 

Mir. I had the oddefl Dream lafl; Night of the Dut- 
cheis of Burgundy i methought the Fur|>elows of her 
Cown were pinned up fo high behind, that I cou'd 
not fee her Head for her Tail. • . 

Bif. The' Creature don't mind me ? do you think. 
Sir, that your humourous Impertinence can divert me ? 
No, Sir,' Tnf above any *pieafure that yo'i can give, 
but that of feeing you mSferable. find mark me. Sir, 
my Friend, my injur'd Friend {hall yet be doubly happy, 
and you fliall be a Hufband . as much as the Rites of 
Marriage, and. the Breach of 'em can make you. 

[Here Mit, fulls out a Virgil, and uadt to bimfelf 
'while Jhe fpeaksJ] , . .. ' 

Mir, [Reading] At Regina Ms^ (tjuis fallere poffit 
cmantem ?) \ 

Diffitmlare etiam fperafti, perfide tantum [Very true.] 
Fojfenefas, ^ 

By your Favour, Friend Virgil, 'twas but a rafcfally^ 
Trick of your Hero to fdrfake poor Pug fo inhu- 
manly. 

Bif. I don't know what to (ay to him. Tie Devil 
w hat's Virgil to us. Sir? 

Mir. Veryvjnuch, Madam, the moft appropo in the 
World — r-for, what Ihou'dil chopiipois but the very 
Ftacc Wh^rd the peijiir'tl Rogue df a "Lover and .th? 
forfaken Lady are battling it Tooth and Nail, • Comcj 
Mailam, fpend your ^Spirits no longei^ wc^ take -an 
eafier Method : 1'>11 be '.Mneeu bow, and 70a (bail \A 
Dtdo^ abd we'll rail by Book. Nowfof yotf; -'Miftdani 
Dido. 
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Nee te nofter amor^ nee te data dextera quondam^ 
Nee Moritura tenet crudeli funere Dido 
Ah, poor Dido / \hooking at her» 

Bif. Rudenefs,' Affronts, Impatience ! I cou'd almofj 
ftart out even to Manhood, and want but a Weapon as 
long as his to fight him upon the Spot. What fhall I 
fay? 

Mir. Now (he rants. 

^a^ quihus ante far am? jam jam nee Maxima Juno, 

Bif, A Man I No^ the- Womap's Birth was fpirited ' 
away. 

Mir. Right, right, Madam, the very Words. 

Bi/. And forae pernicious Elf left in the Cradle with 
human Shape to palliate growing Mifchlef. 

\Bothffeak together y and raije their Voices hy Degrees. 

Mir. Perfide, fed duris genuit te Cautihus horrens 
Cauca/usy Hyrcameque admorunt libera Tigres. 



Bif. Go, Sir, fly to your Midnight Revels. - 



Mir. [Excellent.] Ifequere Italiam ventis, fete regr.d 
per undaSf 

Spero equidem mediis, Ji quid pia Numina pojfunt. 

\Together again. 

Bif. Converfe with Imps of Darkncfs of your Make, 
your Nature ftarts at Juftice, and (hi vers at the touch . 
of Virtue. Now the Devil take his Impudence, he 
vexes me fo, I don't know whether to cry or laugh at 
him. 

Mir. Bravely perform'd, my dear Libyan -^ Pll 
write the Tragedy of Dids^ and you (hall a6t the Part : ; 
But you do nothing at all, unlefs you fret yourfetf 
into a Fit ; for here the poor Lady is ftifled with Va- 
pours, drops into the Arms of her Maids; and the 

cruel 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



42 Tbe Inconjiant : Or, 

cruel, barbarous, deceitful Wanderer, is in the very 

next Line callM Pius jEneas. There's Authority 

for ye. 

Sorry indeed jEneas flood 

To fee her in a Pout ; 
But Jo^ve himfelf, who r.e'er thought good 

To flay a fecond Bout, 
Commands him off with all his Crew, 

And leaves poor Dy^ as I leave you. [Runs off, 

Bif, Go thy ways, for a dear, mad, deceitful, agree- 
able Fellow. C my Confcience I muft excufe Ori- 
4ma. 

That Lover foon his angry Fair difarms, 

Whofe Slighting pleafes, and whofe Faults are Charms/ 

Enter Petit, runs about to enjery Door, And knocks, 

P$t, Mr. Mirabel! Sir, where are you? no where 
to be found I 

Enter Mirabel. 

Mr. What's the Matter, Petit ? 

Fet, Moft critically met. Ah, Sir, tfiat one 

who has follow'd the Game fo long, and brought the 
poor Hare juft under his Paws, fhould let a MungreL 
Cur chop in, and run away with the Puf^. 

Mir, \{ yoor Worfhip can get out of your Allegories, 
be pleas'd to tell me in three Words what you mean. 

Pet. Plain, plain. Sir. Your Mifbeis.and mine is 
going to be marry'd. 

Mir, I believe you lye, Sir. 

Pet, Your humble Servant, Sir. [Going, 

Mir. Come hither, Petit, Marry'd, fay you? 

Pet. No Sn-, 'tis no Matter ; I only thought to do 
you a Service, but I fha^ take Care how J confer. 
my Favours for the future. 

Mir, Sir, I beg ten thousand Pardons. 

[Bowing low. 

Pet. 
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Pit, 'Tis enough, Sir, 1 come tp tell you. Sir, 

that Oriana is this Moment to be facrific'dj marry 'd 
paft Redemption. 

, Mr. I underhand her, (he'll take a Hufband out of 
Spight to me, and then out of Love to me ihe will 
make him a Cuckold j 'tis ordinary with Women tQ 
marry one Perfon for the Sake 6f another, and to 
throw themfelves into the Arms of one they hate, to 
fecure their Pleafure with the Man they love. But who 
is the happy Man? 
Fet. A Lord, Sir. 

Mir, Pm her Lady (hip's moft humble Servant; 
a Train and a Title, hey ! Room for my Lady's Coach, 
a Front- row in the Box for her Ladyfliip; Lights,- 

Lights for her Honour- Now rouft I be a con-. 

ftant Attender at my Lord's Levee, to work my Wajr 
to my Lady's Couc&ee— — a Countefs, I prefame. 

Sir. 

Pet. A Spamjh Count, Sir, that Mr. Dugard kftew 
abroad, is come to Paris^ faw your Miftrefs Yeftetdty, 
marries her To-day, and whips her into Spain 1^- 
morrow; 

Mir, Ay, is it fp? and muft I follow vky Cuckold 
over the Pyrenees ? Had ihe married within the Prednfts 
of a BiUet-deux, I wou'd be the Man to lead her to 
Church; but as it happens. Til forbid the Banes. 
Where is this mighty Don ? 

Pet. Have a Care, Sir, he's a rough crofs-grain'd 
Piece, and there's no tampering with hin> ; wou'd you 
apply to Mr. Dugard^ or the Lady herfelf, fomething 
might be done, for it is in Deipight to you, that the 
Bufioefs is carry'd fo haftily. Odfo, Sir, here he 
comes. I muft be gone. {Exit. 

Enter Old Mir. drefi'd in a Spanilh Hahit^ leading 
Oriana. 
Ori. Good my Lord, a nobler Choice had better 
fluted your Loydfliip'a Merit. My Perfon, Raidc, and 
Circumftance, expofe me as the publick Theme of 
Raillery, and fubjed me to fo lojonoas Uia^e, my 

p^^^Lord. 
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Lord, that I can lay no Claim to any Part of your Re- 
gard, except your Pity. 

0/a Mir, Breathes he vital Air, that dares prcfame 
With rude Behaviour to profane fuch Excellence ? 

Shew me the Man 

And you (hall fee how my fudden Revenge 

Shall fall upon the Head of fuch Prefumption. 

Is this Thing one ? [Strutting up to MirabeL 

Mir, Sir f 

Ori, Good my Lord. 

OA/ Mir. If he, or any he f 

OH, Pray, my Lord, the Gentleman's a Stranger. 

O/J Mir. O your Pardon, Sir but if you had — 

reroembsr. Sir — the Lady now is mine, her Injuries 

are mine; therefore. Sir, you nnderftand me — Come, 

- Madam. [L«7^i Oriana to the Door, fl^e 

goes offy Mir. rufis to his Father^ 

and fulls him hy the Sleeve, 

Mir, E coutey Monjteur Le Count. 

Cid Mir, Your Bufmefs, Sir? 

Mir, Bohf 

Old Mir, Boh \ What Language is that, Sir? 

Mir. Spanifiy My Lord. 

Old Mir. What d'ye mean ? 

Mir, This, Sir. Trips up his Heels, 

Old Mir, A vtry concife Quarrel, truly I'll bully 

him. Tfinidado Seigneur ^ give me fair Play. 

[pffcnng to rife, 

Mir, By aU Means, Sir, [Takes auuay his Sivord,"] 
Now Seigneur, where's that bombafl Look, and fuftian 
Face your Countfhip wore juft now ? 

[Strikes him. 

Old Mir, The Rogue quarrels well, very well, my 
own Son right ! — But hold. Sirrah, no more Jelling ; 
Vm your Father, Sir, your Father. 

Mir, My Father I Then by this Light I cou'd find 
in my Heart to pay thee. [AJide.] Is the Fellow road ? 
Why fare, Sir, I ha'n't frighted you out of your 
Senfei? 

Old Mr, Bttt you have. Sir. 
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Mir. Then I'll beat them into you again. . 

[Offers to fir ike him. 

Old Mir. Why Rogue Bob^ dear Bob, don't 

you know me. Child ? 

Mfr. Ha, ha, ha, the Fellow's downright diftra£led : 
Thou Miracle of Impudence ? wou'dft thou make me 
believe that fuch a grave Gentleman as my Father 
wou'd go a Mafquerading thus? That a Perfon of 
threefcore and three wou'd run about in a Fool's Coat 
to difgrace himfelf and Family ? Why, you impudent 
Villain, do you think I will fufFer fuch an Affront to 
pafs upon my honoured Father, my worthy Father, my 
dear Father ? 'Sdeath, Sir, mention my Father but once 
again, and I'll fend your Soul to thy Grandfather this 
Minute f [Offering to fiab him. 

Old. Mir. Well, well, I am not your Father. 

Mir. Why then. Sir, you are the faucy, hcdloring 
'Spaniard, and I'll ufe you accordingly, . 

Old Mir. The Deyil take the Spaniards, Sir, we 
have all got nothing but Blows fince we began to take 
their Part. 

Enter Dugard, Oriana, Maid, Petit. Dugard rum' to 
Mirabel,, the reft to the Old Gentleman, 

Dug. Fye, fye, Mirabel, murder your Father J ' 
Mir. My Father / What is the whole Family mad ? 
Give me Way, Sir,. I won't be held. 

Old Mir. No ? nor I neither; let me be gone, pray. 

[Offering to £o, 
Mir. My Father! ♦• -^ * . ^ 

Old Mir. Ay, you Dog's' Face ! -I am your Father,, 
for I hav^ bore as much for thee,, as your Mother evef^ 
did. . - 

Mir. O ho ? then this" was a Trick, it feems a D^- 
fign, a Contrivance, a Stratagem-—^ — i-Qhl how ipy 
Bones ake ? 

Old Mir. Your Bones, Sirrah^ why yours? " ; 

Mir. Why, Sir, ha'n't'I been beating'my own Flefh 
and Blood all this while \ O Madam, [To Orlaria] I 

wiik 
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wifh your Ladyfhip Joy of your new Dignity. Here 
was a Contrivance indeed. 

Pet, The Contrivance was well enough. Sir, for they 
imposed upon us all. 

Mir, Well, my dear Du/dnea, did your Don ^ixot 
battle for you bravely ? My Father will anfwer for 
6ie Force of my Love. 

Ori, Pray, Sir. don't infult the Misfortunes of your 
own creating. 

Dug, My Prudence will be counted Cowardice, if I 
ftand tamely now.— — [G7«r^/ up befween Mirabel and 
hisSifter.l WeU,Sir! 

Mir, Well, Sir ! Do you take me for one of your 
Tenants, Sir, that you put on your Lan^ord Face at 
me? 

Dug, On what Prefumption, Sir, dare you affume 
thus ? {Drawcs. 

Old Mir, What's that to you. Sir. (Dra^s. 

Pa, Help, help, the Lady faints. 

[Oriana /alls info her Maid*s Arms. 

Mir, VapdUrs! Vapours! fhe'll come to herfelf; 

If it be an angry Fit, a Dram of JJfa Fatida If 

Jealoufy, Hartshorn in Water— If the Mother, 
burntFeathers—— If Grief, Ratifia — p— If it be llrait 
Stays, or Corns, there's nothing like a Dram of plain 
Brandy. [Exit, 

Ori. Hold off, give me Air O my Brotlier, 

wou'd you preferve my Life, endanger not your own ; 
Wou'd you defend my 'Reputation, leave it to itfelf ; 
*tis- a dear Vindication that's purchas'd by the Sword ; 
for tho' .our^ Champion prove vidorious, yet out- Ho- 
nour is wounded. 

Old Mir, Ay, arid' your Lover may be wounded, 
that '^ anQther Thing. But I thii^c you are pretty brifk 
again, my Child. 

* Ori. Ay, Sir, my Indifpofition was only a Pretehce 
to divert ibe Qg^^rel ; the capricipu§ Tafte of your 

For 
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For often f when our chief Perfe^ons /at/. 

Our chief DefeQi nmthfooliftf Mm fre/vedl. \txit. 

Fit. Come, Mr. Dugard, take CooragCy there is a 
way (till left to fetch hun again. 

Old Mir. Sir, I'll have no Plot that has any Rela- 
tion to Sfain, 

Dug, I fcom all Artifice whatfoever ; my Swond (hafi 
do her Joltice. 

Pet, Pretty Juftice, truly! Suppofe you run him 
thro* the Body; yoa run her thro' the Heart at the 
fame time. 

Old Mir. And me thro' the Head ^rot your Sworf, 

Sir, we'll have Plots ; come/ Petit j let's hear. 

Pet, What if Ihe pretended to go into a Nunnery, 
and fo bring him about to declare himfelf ? 

Dug. That I muft coafefs has a Face. 

Old Mir. Face \ A Face like an Angel, Sir. Ad's 
my Life, Sir, 'tis the moft beautiful Plot in Chrijlendom. 
We'll about vc immediately. {Exeunt. 

SCENE, the Stmt. 

Dunetete ami Mirabel. 

Du^. [/» a Paffkn.] And tfeo' I can't dance, nor 
ling, nor talk like you, yet I can fight, y6tt know 
I can, Sir. 

Mir. I know thou canft» Man. 

Dur. *Sdeatb> Si^ and I will : Let me fee the proudeft 
Man alive m$ke a }^ of me ! 

Mir, But I'll engage to make yoii amends. 

Dur, £)aiK:'d to Death f Bi&it«d like a Bear ! HidiculM f 
dlreate^'d te be k)^6r\ CoitfMon-l^ir, y^ fee me 
on, and I will have Satisfadion ; all Mankind wffl'poir.1 
at me. 

Mir, [jffide] I muft give this Thunderbolt fo'me 
Paflage, or 'twill break upon my own Head - , ■■ 
Look'e, D:trefete, Whxt do dicfe Centlemen' laugh 

at? • — - • • - ^ • 

Enter 
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Enter fwo Gentlemen, 

Dur. At roe, to be fure— — Sir, what made you 
laugh at me ? 

1 Gen, You're miftaken. Sir, if we were merry, we 
had a private Reafon. 

2 Gen. Sir we don't know you. 

Dur, Sir, Pll make you know me ; mark and obferve 
me, I won't be nam'd ; it fhan't ht mention'd, not even 
whifper'd in your Prayers at Church. S'death, Sir, d'ye 
fmile ? 

I Gen, Not I, upon my Word. 

Dur, Why then, look grave as an Owl in a Earn, 
or a Fryer with his Crown a (having. 

Mir, lAfide to the Gent.] Don't be bully'd out of your 
Humour, Gentlemen ; the Fellow's mad, laugh at him, 
and I'll Hand by you. 

I Gen, I -gad and fo we will* 

Botif, Ha, ha, ha. 

Dur, Very pretty. [Draws] She threaten'd to kick 

me. Ay, then, you Dogs, rU murder ye. \_Fights, 

and beats them offy Mir. runs (yver to his Side, 

Mir, Ha, ha, ^^a, brately done, Duretete^ there you 
had him, noble Captain ; hey, they run, they run, 

Vi^oria^ ViSlori d ^ Ha, ha, ha- how happy 

am I in an excellent Friend ! Tell me of your Virtuofo's 
and. Men of Senfe, a parcel of four-fac'd fplenetick 

Rogues ^— a Man of my thin Conftitution ihou'd 

never want a* Fool in his Company : I don't afFe6t your 
&ne things-that improve the Underflanding, but hearty 
laughing to fatten my Carcafe : And in my Confcience; 
a Man of Senf^ is as melancholy without a Coxcomb, 
as a Lion without a JackaU; he hunts for our Diverfion, 
flarts Game for our Spleen, and perfedUy feeds us with 
Pleafure. 

I hate the Man who m^kes Ac(}uaintance nice. 
And flill difcr^etly plagues me with Advice ; 
Who moves by Caution, and mature Delays, 
And muA give Keafons for whate'er he fays. 
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The Man, indeed, whofe Converfe is fo fiill, 

Makes xne attentive, but it makes me dull : 

Give me the carelefs Rogue, who never thinks, 

That plays the Fool as freely as he drinks. 

Not a Buffoon, who is Buffoon by Trade, 

But one that Nature, not his Wants iiave made. 

Who Itill is merry, but does ne'er defign it ; j 

And flill is ridiculed, but ne*er can find it. 

Who when he's moft in eameft, is the beft ; 

And his moft grave Expreifion is a JeSt. [ExiK 

Ui End of the Third ACT, 




ACT IV. 

SCENE, Old MirabelV Houfi. 

Enter Old Mirabel amd Dtigard. 

Dug* ^TT^HE Lady Abbefs is my, Relation, and pri\»y' 
J[ to the Plot : Your Son has been there, butf 
had no Adnuttance beyond the Privilege of the Grate,, 
and there siy Sifter refufed to fee him. He went oiF 
more netded at his Repulie, thsm I thought his Gaiety, 
cou'd admit. 

Old Mir, Ay, ay, this Nunneiy will \^mg him abotit^ 
I warrant ye. ; 

Enter Duretete. 

Dur, Here, where ve ye all ? Of Mr. Mira-^ 

htlj you .have done fine things for your Pofterity — — 
And you, Mr. D^gard, may come to anfwer this — ^ 
I come to demand my Friend at your Hands ; reftore. 
him. Sir, or- • ■■ "^ [T&OldMir, 

Old Mir. Reftore him ? What j^yc think I have got 
faingi id my Trupk^ or my Pocket f 

C ' Dur. 
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Dur, Sii, he's mad, and yoaVe the Caufe on*t. 
Old Mir, That may be ; for I was as mad as he when 
I begot him. 

Dug. Mad, Sir! What d'ye mean ? 
Dur. What do you mean. Sir, by (hatting up your 
Slfler yonder, to talk like a Parrot thro' a Cage ? — — 
Or a Decqy-cDnck, to draw others ioto the Snare ? Your 
Son, Sir, becaufe ihe has deferted him, he has fbrfaken 
the World j and in three Words, has i >■ ■ 
/ OUI4ir. Hang'd himfelff 
Dur, The very fame, turn'd Fryer. 
Old Mir, You lye. Sir, ^tis ten tiinesMrorfe. Boh tum'd 

Fryer ! ^ — Why fliou'd the. Fellow ihavc bis foolifli 

Qdwh. whim the 6fne fiaseoi; m^cii^ his Thrpat ? 

' Dur, If you have any Comtnand, or you any Intereft 
orer him, lofe not- a vMinute: He has -thrown himfeff 
into the next Monaftery, and has ordered me to pay off 
his Servants, and discharge jiis Equipage. 

Old Mir. Let me alone to ferret him out ; I'll facriHce 
die Abbot, if he receives him; Til try whether the 
Spiritual or the Natural Father lias the moll Right to 
Ae Child. ^ut, dear Q^^Xm^ what.has he done 

with his Eftate ? 

Dur. Setded it upon the Church, Su*. 
Old Mir. The Church I Nay, then the Devil won't gd 
him out of their Clutches— —Ten thoufand Livres 
a Year upon the Church f 'Tis downright Sacrilege. 
-— — — Come, Gentlemen, all Hands to work ; for half 
that Sam, one of theie Monafteries ihall proted yoo 
a Traytor from the Law, a Rebellious Wife from' 
her HuflxmdL ^and a Wc^oo&eoi Son fibm his own 
Father. [Exit. 

Dug* But wll ye pcrfuade mc that he's gone to a 
Monaftery? 

Dur. Is your Sifter gone to the Filln lUfenties P I 
tdl you, Sk, (he*s not jit for the Society of repentiag 
Maids. 

Dug. Why fo, Sir? 



Dur. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



The Way to win bim. 51 

Dur, Becaufe (he^s ndcher one nor Vother ; flic's too 
old CO be a Maid, and too young to repent. 

{Exit i Dug. after him, 

SCENE, the Injide of a Monaftery i Oriana in a Nun^s 
Hahit'j BiTarre. 

0/v. I hope, B/>2i/Tf, there is no harm in jefting with 
this Religious Habit. 

Bif, To me, the greateft Jeil in the Habit, is taking 
it in earneft : I don't underfland this imprifoning People 
with the Keys of Paradife, nor the Merit of that Virtue 

which comes by Conftnunt. Befides, we may 

own tp one another^ that we are in the woril Com- 
pany when among ourfelves;; for bur private Thoughts 
run us into thoffe Defires, which our Pride reMs from 
the Attacks of the World ; ^xA, you may remember, 
the firft Woman met the Devu when (he recii'd from 
her Man. 

Ori, But I'm reconcil'd, n\ethinks, to the Mortifi- 
cation of a Nunnery ; becaufe I. fancy the Habit be- 
comes me. 

Bif, A wcll-cantriv'd Moartification, truly, that makes 
a Woman look ten times handfomer than ihe did he- 
fore .^-—*^ Ay, my Dear, were there any Religion in 
becoming Drefs, our Sex's Devotion were rightly plac'd ; 
for our Toilets wou'd do the Work of the Altar ; we 
ihoQ^d all be Canoniz'd. 

Ori, But don't you (hink there is a great deal of Me- 
rit in dedicating a beautiful f^ce and Perfon to the Ser- 
vice pf Religion ? 

. ^if. Not half fo niuch as devoting 'em to- a pretty 
Fellow : If ourFeminality had no Bufmefs in this WorW, 
why was it fent hithfrl Let us dedicate our beautif^il 
Minds to the Service of Heaven. And for our hand- 
fome Perfons ; they becqme s^ Box at the Play, as well 
as a Ppw in the Church. . 

Ori. But the Viciifitwle of Fortune, the Inoonfl^ncy 
of Ma)i«. witb.iQtb^li. Pi^ppoint^i^];^ ^^ Life, require 
Q z "" fomc. 
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fome Place of Religion, for a Refuge from their Perfe- 
cution. 

Bi/, Ha, ha, ha, and do you think there is any De- 
votion ii^ a Fdlow's going to Chureh, when he takes 
it only for a Sanftuary ? Don't you know that Religion 
conMs in Charity with. ^ Mankind; and that you 
ihould never think of being Friends with Heaven, till 
ytm have quarrelPd with all the World. Come, come, 
mind your Bufinefs, MraAel loves you, 'tis now plain, 
and hold him to't; give frelh Orders that he fhan't fee 
you : We get more by hiding our Faces fomctimes, 
than by expofing them ; a very Mafk, you fee, whets 
Defire ; but a pair of keen Eyes thro' an Iron Grate, fire 
double upon 'em, with View and Difguife. But I muft 
be gone upon my AiBurs, I have brought my Captain 
about again. 

OrL But why will yea trouble yourfelf with that 
Coxcomb? 

Bi/, Becaufe he is a Coxcomb ; had I not better have 
a Lover like him, that I can make an Afs of, than a 
Lover like yours, to make a Fool of me. [Knocking 
helow.'] A Mcflkge from Miralel, Pll lay my Life. [SJI^e 
runs to the Door J] Come hither. Run, thou charming 
Nun, come hither. 

Ori, What's the News ? , Buns to Ber.'\ 

Bif, Don't you fee who's below ? 

Ori, I fee no body but a Fryer. 

Bif. Ah ! Thou poor blind Cupid! O' my Confci- 
ence, thefe Hearts of ours fpoil our Heads inftantly f 
the FeUows no fooner tiun Knaves, than we turn Pools. 
A Fryer ! Don't you fee a villainous genteel Mein under 
that Cloak of Hypocrify,the loofe x:arelefs Air of a tall 
Rakehelly FeHow? 

Or/. As I live, Mirabel tum'd Fryer! I hope, m 
Heaven, he's not in eameft. 

Bif, In eameft: Ha, ha, ha, are you in cameft f 
Now's your time j this Difguife has he certainly taken 
for a PafTport, to get in and tr^ your " Refolutioiis ; 
iUck to your Habit, to be furei (ireak him with 2)if- 

daio. 
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dain, ralher than Anger j for Pride b^otnes us more 
tkan PaiTion: Remember what I fay, if you wou*d 
yield to Advantage, and hold out the Attack ; to draw 
him on, keep him off to be fure. \ 

*Iht cunning Gatnefters ne<v€r gam too f aft ^ 

But hfe at firfty to <vitn the more at lafi. [Exit^ 

OrL His coming puts me into fome Ambiguity, I 
don't know how ; I don't fear him, but I miih-ufl my- 
felf ; wou'd he were not come, yet I wou'd not have 
bim gone neither; Pm afraid to talk with him« bat I 
love to fee him tho*. 

What a ftrofige Vovier has this f ant aft Uk Fire, 
fth'at makes us dread e^uen *what *tve moft defire ! 

Enter Mirabel in Fryers Habit, 

Mir» Save you. Sifter ■ Your Brother, young 

lady, having a regard for your Soul's Health, has 
fent me to prepare you for the facred Habit by Con- 
fcffion. 

Ori. That's falfc, the cloven Foot ah*eady. [Jfide.l 
My Brother's Care I own ; and to you, facred Sir, I 
confefs, that the great crying Sin which I have long 
indulg'd, and now prepare to expiate, was Love. M^ 
Morning Thoughts, my Evening Prayers, my Daily 
Mufmgs, Nightly Cares, was Love ! My prefent Peace, 
my future Blifs, the Joy of Earth, and Hopes of Heaven I 
. I all contemn'd for Love ! 

Mir, She's downright ffork mad in eameft; Death 
and Confufion, I have loll her I [^^ftde,"] You confefs 
your Fault, Madam, in fuch moving Terms, that I 
could almoft be in love with the Sin. 

Ori. Take care, Sir; Crimes, like Virtues, are 
their own Rewards ; my chief Delight became my 
only Grief ; he in whofe Breaft I thought my Heart 
fecure, turn'd Robber, and defpoil'd the Treafurc that 
herkept 

C S Mir. 
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Mir, Perhaps that Treafure he cftcems fo much, 
that like the Mifcr, tho' afraitl to ufe it, he referves 
it fafc. , 

On. No, holy Father ; who C3n be Mifer in another^t 
Wealth, that's Prodigal of his own ? His Heart was 
open, Ihar'd to all he knew, and what, alas I muft then 
become of mtinef- Bat the fame Ey^s xhat drew this 
Paffion in, fliall fend it out in Tears, to which now 

hear my Vow. 

Min [Di/co'vering himfeif.'] No, my fair Angel, but 
let me repent ; here on my Knees behold the Criminal, 
that vows Repentance his* Haf No Concern upoit 

her! - ■- 

Ori, This Turn is odd, and the Time has been, that 
fuch a fudden Change woa'd have farprizM me into 
fome Con|uiion. . . . . . : 

Mir, Reilore -that happy Time, for I am now re- 
turned to myfelf, for I want but PardofB to deferve your 
Favour, and here V\\ &x till you relent and give it. 

Or/. Groveling, fordid Man ; why'wou'd you && z 
thing to make you kneel. Monarch in your Pleafares to 
be Slave to your Faults ? Are all the Conquefts of yocr 
wandering Sway, your Wit, your Humour, Fortune, all 
reducM to the bafe cringing of a bended Knee ? Servile 
and Poor ! Fray Heaven this Change be real. [J/idf. 
• Mir. I come not here to juftify my Fault but my 
Submiilion, for tho' there be a meannels in this humble 
Foflure, 'tis nobler ilill to bend when Juftice calls, than 
to refift Conviction. 

Or/. No more thy oft 'repeated violated Words 

reproach my weak Belief, 'tis the fevcreft Calumny to 
bear thee (peak ; that humble Pofture which once cou'd 
jailc, Jiow mortifies my Pride ; how canft thou hope for 
Pardon from one that you affront by aiking it ? 

Mir. [Ri/ej.'] In my own Caufe I'll plead no more, 
but give me leave to intercede for you againft the hard 
Injunaions of that Habit, which for my Faiilt you 
wear. 

Ori, Surprizing Infolence f My greattft Foe prtjtcads 
to give me Compel ; bat I am too warm upon fo cool 

a Sub- 
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a SubjeA. My Rdblutlons, Sir, are fix'd ! but fts our 
Hearts were united with the Ceremony of our Eyes, 
fo I fhall fpare feme Tears to the Separation. {Weeps !\ 
That's all; farewd. 

Mir» And muft I lofe her ? No. [Runs, and catches 
her.'\ Since all my Prayers are vain, Til ufc the nobler 
Argument of Man, and force you to the Jufticc you re- 
fcfe; you're mine by Pre-contrad ; And where's the 
Vow ib facred to difannul another ? TU urge rsiy Love, 
your Oath, and plead my Caufe 'gainft all Monaftick 
Shifb upon the ^th. 

-. Ori Unhand me, Raviiher! Wou^d you prophane 
. thefe holy Walls with Violence ? Revenge for all my 
paft Difgrace now^ offers, thy Life ihou'd anfwer this, 
wou'd LproTokp the Law: Urge me no fiuther, but 
be gone. . i 

Mir. Inexorable Woman, let me kneel agdn. 

\Knith. 
Enter Old Mirabd. 
• Old Mr. Where, where's this Counterfck Nun ? 
Ori. Madneisf Confufion ! rmnuQ'dl 
MiK What do I hear! IFuis on bU Hcod.'] What did 
5K>u fey. Sir ? 

OJd Mir. I fay ihe's a Counterfeit, .and you may be 
another for ought I know. Sir ; I have loft my Child 
by thefe Tricks, Sir. 
Mir, What Tricks, Sir ? 

Old Mir. ;By a pretended Trick, Sir. A Contrivance 
to bring my Son to Reafon, and it lias made him fisixk 
mad ; I have loft him and a,thouiand Pound a Year. 

Mir. [Difco^ering bimfelf^ My dear Father, I'm your 
moft humble Servant. 

Old Mir. My dear Boy, {Runs and kiffes him,\ Wel- 
come ex inferis^ my dear Boy, 'tis all a Trick, ihe's 
no more .a Nun than I am. 
Mir. No? 

Old Mir. The Devil a bit. 

Mir. Then kils me again, my ixi^ Dad« .for the 

moft happy iie w s'. ■ Aad now moft yca^)^ boly 

Sifter. X {Kneels. 

C 4 . roar 
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Tour Mercy and your Pardon limphre. 
For the Offence of ajking it before. 

Look'e, my dear counterfeiting Nun, take my Advice^ 
t>e a Nun m good earneft; Women make the belt Nuns 
always when they can't do otherwifc. Ah, my dear 
Father, there is a Merit in your Son's Behaviour that 
you little think j the free Deportment of fuch Fellows 
as I, makes more Ladies Religious; than all the Pulpits 
in France, 

Ori, O !• Sir, how unhappily have you deftroy'd- 
^what was fo near Perfection ! He is the CounteriFeit 
that has deceived yon. 

Old Mir, Ha I Look'e, Sir, I recant, flie is a Nun. 
. Mir, Sir, your humble Servant, then I'm a Fryar 
this Moment. 

Old Mir, Was ever an old Fool fo banter'drby a Brace 
o'youDg ones ; hang you both, you're both Counterfeits, 
and my Plot's fpoifd, that's all. 

Ori. Shame and Confufion, Love, Anger^ and Dif* 
appointment, will woiic my Brain to Madne&. 

{fhronm off her Habit. Exit. 

Mir. Ay, ay, throw by the Rags, they have ferv'd Of 
t«rn for us both, and they (hall* e'en go off together. 

[Tflitw off his Habit. 

7'hus the fick Wretch^ 'when tortwr*d by his Pain^ 

jfnd finding all Effays for Life are <vain ; 

When the Phyfician can no more defign^ 

7 hen call the other DoSlor^ the Di*vine. 

What VoFws to Heaven^ ^wou^d Heaven reftore hit 

Health f 
Fonjus all to Hecpveny his Thoughts^ his ASionSyWealth :. 
But if reftor^d to Vigour as before^ 
His Health refufes nuhat his Skknefs fwon. 
^he Body is nofooner Raised and Well^ 
But the nxjeak Soul relaffes into III t ♦ 
7o all its former Swing of Life, is led, 
'dnd leaves its Fiws and Promfu in Bed. 

{Ejdt. throwing away the Habit, 
SCENE 
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SCENE changes to OldlAivThd's Haufe: IJuretete 
iJtith a Letter, 

Dur. [Reads,'] 

Tk/iy Rudemfs nvas only a Proof of yostr Humour^ nvhich 
-^ "^ I ha^ve found fo agreeable , that 1 o^n tnyfelf pe- 
nitent, and ^willing to make any Reparation upon your 
firfl Jppearance to 

•^ BISARRE, 

Mirabel ("wears fhe loves roe, and* this confirms jt ; 
t^en farewell Gallantry,, and welcome Revenge ; 'tis my 
turn now to be upon die Sublime, Til take her off, 1% 
warrant her. . 

Enter Biiarre. 
Well, Miftrefs, do you love mc! 

^if I hope. Sir, you >vill pardon the Modefi/ 
of— 

Dur.Oi wlMit?,of a Dicing Devil ■ Doyo*^ 
love me, I fay? 

Bif. Perhaps I 

Dur. What? 

Bif. Perhaps I da not. 

Dur. Ha! abus'd again ! Death, Woman, m'— -*^ 

Bif Hold, hold. Sir, I do^. I do ! 

Dur. Confirm it then by your Obedience, fland 
there ; and o^e me now, as if your Hearty Blood and 

Soul were like to fly out at your Eyes Firft, the 

dired Surprife (She looks full uppn him.) Right; nexc 
the Deux yeux pan dblique. (€he gives him the fid* 
Glance.) Right;, now depart, and languifh. (Shi 
turns from him and looks over her Shoulder i) Veiy 
i«cl};.now figji. (She Jighs.) Now drop your Fan a 
purpofe. (She drops her Fan.) Now take it up again £^ 
Cqme, now confi^ your Faults i .are>AQt j.ou a proud < 
- — 'fay after me, 

.a:/:. Proud. 

P^r. Imperti^eiiW 
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Bif. Impertinent. 

Dur, Ridiculous. 

Bif, Ridiculous. 

Dur. Flurt. 

Bif. Puppy. [ ' 

Dur. Zoons I Woman, don't provoke me, we are 
alone, and you don't know but the Devil may tempt 
Aie to do you a Mifchief; a(k my Pardon immedi- 
ately. 

Bif, I do, Sir, I only miftook the Word. 

Dur. Cry then, ha' you got e'er a Handkerchief? 

Bif. Yes, Sir. 

Dur, Cry then, handfomly ; cry like a Queen in a 

Tragedy. • \She frettnding to ery^ hurfts out a laughing^ 

and enter t<wo Ladies laughing,, 

Bif Ha, ha, ha. 

Ladies both, Ha^ ha^ ha. 
\ Duf-. Heil broke looTe Cipen me, and all the Furies 
flutter'd about my Ears! Betray'd again! - - 

Bif That yott arc upon m/ Woid, my dear Captun ; 
Ka, ha, ha. 

Dur. The Lord deliver me. 

1 Lady, What ! Is this the mighty Man with the 
Bull- face that comes to frighten Ladies ? I long to fee 
him angry ; come begin. 

Dur. Ah, Madam, I'm tl^ beft natar'd Fdlow in 
ihcWorid. 

2 Laify, A Man ! We're midakenj a Man has Nfoii- 
iiers; the aukward Creature is fonie TiiAer's Trutt in 
a Periwig. / 

Bif Come, Ladies, let's examme him. 

(They lay hold on him^ 

Dur. Examine ! the Devil you wiU ! 

Bif. I'll lay my Life, fome great Dairy-Maid in 
Man's Clothes. 

Dur. They wiU ^o't j foofc'e, dear Chrifliaii 

Women, pray hear me. 

Bif WiU you ever attempt a Lady'a Hononr a- 
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Dur. If you pkafe to let me get away with my Ho- 
nour, rU do any thing in the World. 

Bif. Will you perfiiadc' your Fiiend to many 
mine? 

J>ur. Q jts^ to be fore. 

Bif, And will you do the fame by me f 

Dur. Burn me if I do, if the Coaft be dear. 

(Rmu utK 

Bif. Ha, ha, ha, the Vifit, Ladies, was critical for 
cor I^iTcrfi<m ; we'll go make aia end of our Tea. 
. . [Exeunt^ 

Enter Mirabd and Old Mirabel. 

Mh. Your Patience, 6ir. I tdt 3^a I woo't matry ; 
and thp* yon iend all the Bifhops in Frame to perfuad^ 
me, I fhall never believe their Do^ne againft their 
Prafticc. 

Old Mir. But will you M)bey your Father, Sir? 

Mir. Wou'd my Father have his yoachful Son lie 
lazing here, boand «o a Wife, chaiti*d like a Monl^y 
to ma)Ee Sport to a Woman, fubjed to ber Whims, 
Humours, Longings, Vapours and Caprices, to have 
her one Day pleased, to-morrow peerlfli, the next Day 
mad, the fourth rebclHoas; and nothing but this Sue- 
ceffion of Impertinence for Ages together. Be meKlfoI, 
Sir, to yoiur own Flefh and Blood. 

Old Mir. But, Sir, did not I bear all this, Why fhool^ 
notyeu^ 

Mir. Then you think that Marriage, like Tireafbn, 
Aeoid attaint the whole Body; pray coniidcr, Sir, is it 
rcAfonable becaufe you throw yoorfelf dcmn from- 
one Story, that I muft call myfelf headlong from the 
Garret Window ? Yoa woa'd compel roe to that Staee, 
which I have heaid you curfe youifelf, w^en my 
Mother aad you have battl'4 it fer a whole Week to- 
gether. 

Old Mir. Never bat once, you Rogue, and that wa*- 
when flic long'd fbr.fe Flanders M^es : Ay, Sir, then 
ihe was breeding of yoa, which ihew'd what an expcn- ' 
five Dog I fliofdd have of you. 

tenter 
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Enter Petit.' 
Wett Petit ^ how does fhe noav ? 

Pet. Mad, Sir, cm Pompos ■ Ay, Mr. Mirabel^ 
yoQ^ll believe that I fpeak Truth, now wh^n I confefs 
that I have told you hitherto nothing but Lyes ; our 
Jelling is come, to a fad Earneft, ihe's downright di- 
Ibafted. 

^«/^r BifarrCi 

Bif.. Wh«rc is diis mighty Viftof ! ■ T he great 

Exploit is done ; go triumph in the Glory of your Con- 
quell, inhuman, barbarous Man! O Sii^ (To the old 
Gent lemon) your wretched Ward has • found a tender 
Ouardian of you, where her young Innocence expiedted: 
Protection, here has ihe found her Ruin. 

Old Mir. Ay, the Fault is mine, for I believe that 
Rogue won't many, for fear of begetting fuch another 
difobedient Sob as his Father did. I have done all 
I can, Madam» and now. can do no more th^n run mad^ 
for Company. {fines,. 

Enter T>yx^a6r'with his Snvord draivMi 

Dug. Away! Revenge, Revenge. 

Old Mir. Patience, Patience, Sir. 

{Old Mirabel Mds him^ 
Sob, draw, (Jfiie. 

Dug. Patience ! The Coward*s Virtue, and the brave' 
Men's Failing, when thus pravok U > « V iBain ! 

Mir. Your Sifter's Frenzy ihall excufe your Madnefs l- 
and to ihew my Concern for what Aie fuffcrs, I'll bear . 
the Villain from her Brother.-*— *Put up your Anger 
with your Sword ; I have a heart like yours, that fwellS' 
at an Af&ont received, but melts at an Injury given ;. 
and if the love^Or/ViA^'s Grief be fuch a moiring Scene,, 
'twill find a Part within this Bread, perhaps as tender jaa.- 
a Brother's. .- 

Dug. To prove that foft Compaifion for. her Grief,/ 
endeavour to remove it.- -There, there, behold an 

Objeft that's infedUvp r I cannot view her, but I am a& 
mad as (he : (Bnter Oriana mad, held by two Maidr, 
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9^ho put h&r in a Chair.) A Sifter, that my dying Parents 
kft^ with their UUl Words and BlejQing, to my Care. SiCo 
XjKTf deareft Sifter. [Goes to her. 

Old Mir, Ay, poor Child, poor Child, d-ye know. 
mft? 

Oni, You I You are Amadis de Gaul, Sir ; » Oh ? 

oh nay Heart! Were you never in Love^ fair Lady I 
And do. ypu never dream of Flowers and Gardens? 
r^I diieam of walking Fires>. and tall Gigantick Sights. 
Take heed, it comes now ■ , * What's that ? Pray 

ftand away : I have feen that Face fore. »■ ■ H ow. 
light my Head is ! 

Mir. What piercing Charms has Beauty, ev'n in 
Madnefs I thefe fudden Starts of undigefted Words ihoot 
thro' my Soul, with more perfuafive Force than all the 
ftuddy'd Art of laboured Eloquence.-— *Come;^ Madam^ 
try to repofe a little. 

Ori, I. cannot -, for I muft be up *to go to Church, 
and I muftrdrefs me, put on my new Gown, ai^d. be^ fo 
fine, to meet my Love; Hrar ho !— — -^Will not yom 
tell me where my Heart lies pury'd ? 

Mir, My very Soul is touche d ■ > ^ Y our Hand, my* 

l^ab:. ' r 

Ori. How foft and gentle you feel? I'll tell you your 
Fortune, Friend. 

Mir. How fhe ftares upon me ! 

Ori. You have a flatterine Face; but 'tis a. fine one 

> I warrant you have fiv^ hundred Miftrefles,-*.— 

Ay, to be fure, a Miftrefs^ for every. Guinea in his. 

Pocket Will you pray for me ? lihall die to-morrow 

■ ' ■ And will you ring my Paffing-Bell ? 
- Mir. O Woman, Woman, of Artifice created ! whofe 
Naturft, even diftra£ied, has a Cunning: In vain let 
Man his Senfe, his Leaming boaft, when Woman's 
Madnefs over rules his Keafon. Df you know me> in-, 
jur'd Creature? 

Ori. No, ■ ■ ■ but you tiall be my intimate Ac- 
quaintances—in the Grave, [ffeef: 



'/. 
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Mr. Oh Tears, I mnft bdieve you j fare Acre's a 
kind of -Sympathy in Madnefe ; for even I, obdurate as 
I am, do feel my Soul fo tofs'd with Storms of PafTien/ 
that I cculd cry for help as ^well as fte^ » ■ 

[JFipes his SyetJ 

On, What have you loft yoor Lover ? No, you mock 
me; 1*11 go home and pray. 

Mir. Stay, my fiau- Innocence, and hear me own my 
Love fo load, that I may call your Senies to their 
Place, reftore Vm tO their charming happy FoM^lionsi 
and reiflftare myfdf into your Favour. 

Bi/. Let her alone. Sir, 'tis all too late; (he trem- 
bles, hold her, her Fits grow ftfionger by her talking ; 
don't trouble her, (he don't know you. Sir. 

CUMir, Not know him! what then? ihc loves to 
iee him for all that. 

, £*fltfr Durrtete. 

Bur. Where are you idl ? What the Devil V mela». 
choly,-arid I hcret Are ye ^d, and fuch a ridieuloas 
Subje^, fvich a very good Jeft among you as I am ? 

Mr. Away with this Impertinence ; this is no place 
for Bagatel : I have murder'd my Honour, deftroy'd ^- 
Lady, and my defire of Reparation is come at length 
too late : See there. 

Dur. What ails her .> 

Mir. Alas, (he's mad. 

Dur. Mad! doft wonder at that? By this Li^,* 
Aey're afl fo; they're cozcnmg mad; theyre brawl- 
ing mad ; they're proud mad ; 1 jnft now came from 
a whole World of mad Woman, that had ahno ft 
What, is (he dead ? 

Mir. Dead! Hcav'ns forbid. 

Dtir. Heav'ns further it ; for 'till they be as cold as 
a Key, there's no tmfling them; you're never fure 
that a Woman's in eameft, 'till (h^ is nail'd in her Coffin. 
Shall I talk to her? Areybu niad, l«iftrefs ? 

Bi/. What's that to you, -Sir ? 

Pur. Oonsy Nbdam, are you there ? [Runs off. 

Mir. 
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Mir. Aw^y, thou wild Buffoon; how poor and mean 
this Humour now appears ? His Follies and my own 
I here difclaim; this Lady*s Frenzy has reftor'd my 
Senfes, and was Ihe pcrfe6^ now, as once the was (be- 
fore you all Ifpeak it) (he fiiould be mine ; and as fhe 
is, my Tears and Prayers (hall wed her. 

Dug, How happy had this Declaration been fome 
Hours ago. 

Bi/, Sir, (he beckons to you, and waves us to go off j 
come, come, let's leave 'ein. 

lEx. omn^s, hut Mir. and Ori. 

Ow/'Oh, Sir. j • * ' 

Mir, Speak my charmmg Angel, if your dear Senfe^ 
have regain'd their Order; fpestk. Fair; and blefe me 
with the News, 

On. Firft,'lct me bleft the Cunning of xsiy Sex, that 
happy counterfeited Fnnzy that has reftor*d to my 
poor labgtaring Brcaft the jdearcft,' beft bdovM q£ 
Men.' . *' . '•' 

Mir. Tune all ye Spheres your Inffa-uments of Joy, 
and carry round your 'Spacious Orbs, the. happy Sound 
of Oriana*9 Health ; her Soul, whoJTe Harmony was 
next to yours, is now in Tune again ; the cQtinteifeiting 
Fair has play'd the Fool. 

SJ^ was fi madio tounterfiit fir mei *' 

Inuas fi mad io pa<am tny Liberty : 

Bit now we M^ art wttl^ dUd' bdfi lirt fru. 

Cri. How, Sir, Free! 

Mr. As Air, my dear Bedlamite ; what, inarry a 
Ltmatickl LookV^ ^y Dear, you have counterfeited 
Madneis (b very well thb.bou(, that you*ll be apt to 
fhy t^ Fool all your Life lon g H ere, Gentle- 

men. 

Ori. Moniler f yqu won't di(grace me* 

Mir, O' my Faith, but I will i here, come in Centlc^ 
men. — » » "A Mirade-! aMirade ! th^ Woman's dif- 
poflefs'd, thp Deva'$ vaoxfliU ^ 
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Enter Old Mirabel ^«^_Dugard; 

OldMiK,^ Blefs us^ was ihc poffefs'd? ♦ 

Mir, With the worft of Daemons, Sir, a Marriage* 
Devil, a. horrid Devil.. Mr. Dugardy. don't be furpriz'd,. 
1 promiPd my Endeavours to cure yourxSifter ; no mad. 
Dodlor in Chriilendom could have done it mort efFedu- 
ally. Take her into your Charge; and have a care flie 
doQ*t relapfe ; if ihe ihould, employ me not again, for 
I am no more infallible than otli£cs of the Faculty ; I 
do cure fometinacs. . . ' 

OrL Your Remedy, moft barbarous Man, lyill prove 
the greateft PQiiba to my Healthy for thoV my former 
Frenzy .was /but counterfeit, I now (hall run into a real 
Madnefs. lExit ; Old Mir. after:, 

tDug, This was a Turn beyond ray Knowledge ; Tm 
fo.confus'd, I know not how to rcfent it. . , [Exit,. 

Mir.^ What p dangerqus Precipice, h^ve: I ^cap'd?. 
Was not I juff now iipon the Brink of Deftruftion ? . . 

' '- ' '^ -^' ' "' '' " Enter Diiretete." '• ' ' ^ ) 

O,, my Friend, let' me run into thy Bofom ; no Lark,> 
efcap'd from the devouring Pounces of a Hawk, quakes, 
with more difmal Apprehenfion. , , ,j / 

Dur, The matter, Man ! 
.-M/r. Marriage^ Hangriog^.,! was ivrfk.at the Gallows- 
foot, the running Noofe. about, my Nesk, and the.G^rt 
i^eeling from jne. ^ ■ Oh -: ■ ,: ^I .^tan'tbe my ieif 
tte Montli again. 

Dur, Did not I tell you fo?. They arer^l alike. 
Saints ox Devils ; their counterfeiting can't be reputed 
a Deceit j for 'tis the Nature of the Sex, not their Con- 
trivance... , . . . ; 
. HJir,, A^, ,ay^: There's no living here with Security ;- 
this Houfb IS fb full of Stratagem and Defign, that 1 mull 
abroad again. . ., . . ' . , 

Dur. vyith.i^ll *my Hearty I'll bear, thiee Company. 
my Lad rill roee^ you at" the Pl^y; aijd we'Jl fetou; 
for Italy to- morrow Morning, 

• : * •*^'''* 
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M/>. A Match ; Pil go pay my Complement cf leave 
to my Father prcfently. 

Dur. Vm afraid he'll ftop you. 

Mir. What pretend a Command over me after his 
Settlement of a thoufend Pound a Year upon me ! Noj 
no> he has pafs'd away his Authority with the Convey- 
ance ; the Will of a living Father is chiefly obeyed for 
die fake of the dyii^ one. 

What makes the Wbrld attend and croud the Great ? 
Hopes, Intereft, and Dependance, make their State : 
Behold the A«|Ei-Chamber fiUM with Beaux^ 
A Horfe's Levee throng'd with Courtly Crows. 
Tho' grumbling Subjeds make the Crown their fport> 
Hopes of a Place will bring the Sparks to Court. 
Dependanccy ev'n a Father's Sway fecures, . 
For tho' the Son rebels, the Heir is yours. 

ne End of the fourth ACT. 




A C T V. 

SCENE, the Street before th^ Play-hoiifc ; 
Mirabel and Duretete as coming from the 
. Play. 

Bur, Tjr OW d'ye lifte this Play t 

1 J Mir. Ilik'd the Company ; the Lady, the» 
rich Beauty in the Front-box had my Attention. Thefe 
iflspudent Poets bring the Ladies together to fupport 
Them^ and to kill every body elfe.. » 

For Deaths Upon the Stage the Ladies cry^ 
• But ne^er mind us that in the Audience die : 

The 
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^be Poefs Hero JhouU not move their Pain^ 

But they Jhould 'weep for thofe their Eyes have Jlain* 

Dur» Hoity, toity; did Phyllis infpire you with all 
this? 

Mir, Ten times more; the Play-houfe is the Ele- 
ment of Poetry^ becaufe the Region of Beiauty ; the 
LadieSy methinks, have a more infpiring triumphant 
Air in the Boxes than any where elfe, they fit com- 
manding oh their Thrones with all then- Subjedl -dates 
about them: Their beft Clothes, bed Locks^ (hining 
Jewels, fparkling Eyes, the Trcafure of the World in 
a Ring. Then there's fiich a hairy t)f PleaAire ta 
tnmfport us; die. Bi^e, Noife, Galbotry, Eqtiip^ge, 
Garters, Feathers, Wigs, Bows, Smiles, Ogle«, Love, 
Mufick, an4 Applaofe : J cou'd wifh that my whole 
Life long were the £rft Night of a new Play. 

Dur. The Fellow has quite forgot this Journey } have 
you befpoke Poft-Horfes ? . . 

Mir, Grant me but three Days, dear Captain, one 
to difcovcr the Lady, jonc. tq unfold .myfeUi . -a/id, one to 
make me happy ; and then Vm yours to the World's 
end, ^ „ , « ,.# ^-' • ,»••*.,, 

Dur, Hafl thou the Impudence to promife thy felf a 
Lady of her Figure and Q^iality in (b (hort a time ? 

Mir. Ye8> Sir 1 have a confident Addrefi, no 

diiagreeable Perfon, and five hundred Levoidores in my 
Pocket. 

Dur,, Five hundred Leviidores ! You a'n't mad ? 

Mir, 1 lell you, (he's worth five thoufand j one of 
her black Brillant Eyes is worth a Diamond as b>g as 
her Head. I compared her Necklace with her Looks, 
and the living Jewels oat-fparkled the dead ones by a ^ 
camion. 

Dur. But you have own'd to me, that abating Oriana^% 
Pretenfions to Marriage, you lov'd her paifionatdy ; then 
how can you wander at this rate ? . 



Mir. 
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Mir, I long'd for a Partridge t'other Day ofF the King's 
Plate, but d'ye thuk, becaufe I cou'd not have it, I 
mail eat nothing. 

Dur, Prithee, Mirabel^ be quiet; you may remem^ 
bcr what narrow 'fcapcs you have had abroad by fol- 
lowing Strangers ; you forget your Leap out of the 
Curtejan's Window at Bologna, to fave your fine Ring 
there. 

Mir, My Ring'8 a Trifle, there's nothing we pof- 

fefs comparable to what we defire*-^ —be fliy of a 

Lady barefaced in the Front- Box with a thoufand 
Pound in Jewels about h^r Keck! For fhame, no 
more. • * ' 

Enter Oriana iir jBd^'x Clothes with a Letten, 
On\ Is your Name, Mirabel, Sir? 
Mir. Yes, Sir. 
On, A Letter from your Uncle in Pieardy. 

{Gi<ues the Letter* 

yivt, {Reaib.'] 

TH'*E Bearer is ihe Sim of a froteftant .Gentleman, 
•'who Jfying fir his Reltgioft, left me 'the Charge rf 
thit''Tou$h\- [a pretty boy.'] H^s find of fime handfomt 
Serwe that may aford him Opportunity of Impro'vement ', 
your Care of him iajHI oblige. 

Yours. 
Has't a mind to travel, ChiU ? 

Ori. 'Tis rijy1>^re. Sir 5 Khouldbeplcas'dtofervc. 
a Traveller m any Capacity. 

Mir, A hopeful Inclination; you (hall along with me 
into Italy, as my Page. 

Dur, I don't think it fafe ; the Rogue's [Noife nvith- 

outl too handfome The Play's done, and fomc 

of the Ladies come this way. 

Enter L^morce, with her Tram horn up by a Page, 
Mir. Buret ete, the very Dear, Identical She, 
Pirr. And what then? 
Mir. Why 'tis ihe. 
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Dur. And what then. Sir ? 

Mir, Then \ Why, Look'e, Sirrah, the firft piece 

©f Service I put upon you, is to follow that Lady's Coach4> 
and bring me word where ihe lives. 

[To Oriana. 

OrL I don't know the Town, , 5ir, and sun afraid of 
lofmg myfelf. 

Mir, Pihaw', / 

Lam. Page^ what's become of all my People ? 

P^gi. I can't tell, Madam^ I can fee no ilgn of your 
Ladylhip's Coach. 

Lam. That Fellow is gpt into, his old Pranks, and 
fall'n drunk fomewhere; none of the Footmen thcr€^? 

Page. Not one. Madam, 

Lam.. Theife Servants arb the Plague of our Lives^ 
what ihall I do ? 

Mir^ By all my Hopes, Fortune pimps for me; . now 
Duretete for a piece of Gallantry. 
- Dur. ^hy you won?t fure ? 

Mir. Won't, Brute! Let not your Servants Ne^ 
gled^. Madam, put your Ladyftiip to -any Inconveni*- 
ence, for you can't be- diiappointed of an Equipage 
whilft mine waits below; and woo'd you honour the 
Mailer fo far, he would he proud to pay his Atten- 
dance. 

Dur. Ay, to be fure; l^^- 

Lam, Sir, I won't prefume to be troublefome, for 
my Habitation is a great Way off. ' 

Dur. Very true, Madain^ and l^e's. a. Httle engag'd, 
b^des, Madam, a Hackney-Coach will do as well,^ 
Madam. . ' ^ 

Mir. Rude Beaft, be quiet ! [71?. Duretete.] The far- i 
ther from home. Madam, the more occaiion. you. have 
for a Guard— pray, Madam 

Lam. Lard, Sir. *■■ ■ [He feems to frefs, Jhe tp* 

declihe ity in dumb JhetAJ, 

Dxr. Ah! The Devil's in his Impudence; now he 
wheedles, . (he, £nu]>€;s . ; . be flatters^ (he fimpers; he 
fwears, Ihe believes i he's a Roga^ apd flj^'^.*/ Wr— *— 
in a Moment. 

Mir. 
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vMV. Without thtre f my Coach ; Duretete^ wi(h me 
Joy. [Hafids the' Latfy out, 

Dur, Wifli you a Sargson ! Here you little Picard^ 
go follow your Mailer, and Jie*ll lead yo u- ■ ■ 

Oru Whither, Sir ? 

Dur, To the Academy, Child : 'tis the Faihion with 
Men of "QuaHty to teach their Pages their Exerdfes 
^go. •* 

OnV Won't »9^ou^ with him too, Sir; that Woman 
may do him fome harm, I don't like her, 

Dur, Why, how now Mr. Page^ do you ftart up tQ. 
give Laws of ^ fudden ; ^a yotf pretend to rife at 
Court, and difapprove the Pleafure of your Betters:' 
Look*e, Sirrah, if ever you wou'd rife by a great 
Man, .be ikre tobe with inm. in hb little Anions, a^ 
as a Step to your Advancement, fdlow your Maft^ 
immediarely, and make it your Hope that he. goe$ to a 
Bawdy-Hou&. , 

Ori. Heav'ns fort)id. "[Extt^ 

Dur, Now wou'-d I fooner take a Cart in Compa* 
nv of the Hangman, than a Coach with that Woman : 
What a ilrange Antipathy have I taken againft thefe 
Creatures; a Woirian to me is Averfion . upo;^ Av^r- 
iion, a Cheefe, a Cat, a Br^ail of Mutton, the fqueel- 
ing of Children, the grinding of Knives, and the Snuff 
of a Candle. 

S C E^N E, ahafui/om jfpartmenf. . 

- Sff/^r Mirabel .^zff^Lamorce. 

Zam. To convince me. Sir, that your Service was. 
fdmething moic than good Breeding, pleafe to lay ^out 
an Hour of your Company upon my Defire, as yoa 
have already upon my Neceffity. 

Mir. Your Deitre, Madam, has only prevented my 
Requefl : Jny Hours ! Make 'em yours. Madam, Ele- 
ven, TVclve, One, Two, Three, and all that belong: 
to thofe ha^ py Minutes. 

Lam, But I mufl troable you, Sir, to diimiis your. 
Ketmue, Jbecaufe an Equipage at my Door^ at this 

time 
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thne of Nighty will not be confiftent with m^ Repu- 
tation. 

Mir. By aU means. Madam, aH but one little Boy-*— 
Here, Page, ocdcr my Coach and Servants home, and 
do you ftay; 'tis a ifoolifh Country Boy, that knows 
nothing but Innocence. 

Lam. Innocence, Sir J Ifhouldbeforry if yobmade 
any iinifter Conftrudions of my Freedom. 

Mir. O Madam, I'mnft^not pretend ta remark npon 
any body's Freedom, iiaving fo entirely forfeited my 



Lam. Well, Sir, 'twere conTenient towards oar eafy 
Correfponden^e, that we enter'd into a free Confidence 
of c^ch other, by a mntoal. Declaration of whajt we 

afe, and what we thiak of one another. Now> 

Sir, what are you \ • ' 

Mir. In tlu-te -Wcn^, Madam,-- -t^-^ J am a Gende- 
man, I have five hundred Pound in toy Podsst, and a 
dean Shirt on. 

Lam. And yoar Name is* ■ ■■ 

Mir. Mufiapha. N ow, Madam, the Inventory 

of your Fortttoes. 

Ltm. My Name is Lamoru % my Birth noble ; I was 
marry'd young, to a proud, rude, fullen, imperious 
Fellow; the Hufband fpoiled the Gentleman; Crying 
ruinM my Face, 'till at lafl I took Heart, leap'd out of a 
Window, got away to my Friends, fu'd my Tyrant, and 
recovered my Fortune ■ ■ I liv'd from fifteen to 

twenty to pleafe a Hufband ; from twenty to forty Pm 
refolvM to pleafe myself, and £pom thence upwards Til 
fanmoor the World. 

Mir. The chamung wild Notes of a Bird broke out' 
of its Cage- 

Lam, I mark'd you at the Play, and fomething I 
faw of a well-furmOi'd, cardefs, agreeable Tour a- 
bout you. Methought your Eyes made their man- 
neiiy Demands with £ich ai^ arch Modefty, that I 
don't know how but I'm ctop'd. Hs^ ha, tew 

TmelopU " '" ' 
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Mr. Ha, hay ha; I rejoice in your good Fortune 
with all my Heart. 

Lam. O, now I think on't, Mr. Mufiapha^ you have 
got the fioeft Ring there, I coa*d fcarcely believe it right; 
pray let me fee it. 

Mir, Hum ? Yes, Madam, *tis, 'tis right - b ut^ 

but, but, but, it was giveo. me by my Mother, aa 
old Family Ring, Madam, an old-faihion*d Family- 
Ring. 

' Lam, Ay, Si r ■ If you can entertain yourfclf 

with a Song for a Momentj I'tt wait on you immedi* 
ately; come in there. 

Enter Singers, 
Call what you pleafe. Sir. 

Mr. The new Song— Pritfftey PhilKs, ^Cp 

SONG. 

Certainly the Stars have been in a flrange intriguing Hu- 
mour when J was bom- Ay, this Night fliou'd I have 

had a Bride in my Arms, and that I jQiou'd like well 
enough : But what Ihou'd I have to-morrow Night? The 
fame. And what next Night? The fame. "And what 
next Night ? The very fame : Soop for Breakfeft, Seop 
for Dinner, Soop for Supper, and Soop for Breakfaft 
again But here's Variety. 

/ lo^e the Fair *who freely gi<vei her Heart, 
7hat'*s mine by Ties 0/ Nature, mt of Art j 
WhoJjoldly (ywns 'whate'er her Thoughts indite. 
And is too modefi for a Hypocrite, 

{Lamorce appears at the Door\ as he runs to^wareU, 
her, four Bravoes ftep in before her. Be ftarti 
back, 

«lie comes, fhe comes— -Hum, hum Bitch- ■ ■ 

Murder'd, murder'd to befure! The curfed Strumpet!' 
To make me fend away my Servants* no Body 

near me ! Thefe Cut-throats always midcc fuic Work. 

What 
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What (hatl I do? I have but one way. Arc thefe 
Gentlemen your Relations, Madam ? 

Lam, Yes, Sir. 

Mr. Gentlemen your moft humble Servant; Sic, 
your moft faithful, yours. Sir, with all iiiy Heart; 

your moft obedient — come, Gentlemen, [Salutes 

all round] pleale to fit ^no Ceremony, next t^ 

L^dy., praySif. 

Lam. Well, Sir, and )xo4i d'ye like my Friends ? 

SJheyallJit} 

Mir. O, Madam, the moft finifli'd Gentlemen! I 
was never more happy in good Company in my Life ; I 
fuppofe. Sir, you have travelled ? 

1 Bra, Yes, Sir. 

Mir. Which way, may I prefume ? 

i''6ra. In a Wdlcrn Barge, Sir. 

Mir, Ha, ha, ha, very pretty ; facetious pretty Gen- 
tleman! 

Lam. Ha, ha, ha; Sir, you have got the prettieft 
Rmg upoii your Finger there 

Mir. Ahl Madam, 'tis at your Service with all my 
Heart. [Oferifrg the Ring. 

Lam. By no Means, Sir, a Family-Ring! 

[Takes it. 

Mir, No Matter, Madam. Seven liundred Pound, 
by this Light. [4fi^^- 

2 Bra, Pray, Sir, what's a Clock ? 

Mir. Hum ! Sir, I have left my Watch at home. - 
2 Bra, I thought I faw the String of it juft now— ^ 
Mir, Ods my Life, Sir, I beg your Pardon, here it 

is—-, ^but it don't go. IPutting it up. 

Lam. O dear Sir, an £»^/jf^ Watch ! fompion\ I 

prefume. 

Mir. D'ye like it. Madam no Ceremony r 

'tis at your Service with all my Heart and Soul — ; 

ffompicm'&l Hang ye. [#-^- 

. I Brft. But, Sir, ' above all Things, I admire the 

FaiWon and Make of yoi^r Sword^ult. 
Mir. I'm mighty glad you like it, Sir. 

." I Bra^ Will you part >vith it, Sir ? 

Mir^ 
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Mir, Sir, I won't fell it. 

I Bra. Not fell it. Sir! 

Mir. No, Gentlemen, > but I'll bellow it with 

aS my Heart. [Pff^ng if, 

I Bra. O, Sir, we (hall rob you. 

Mir. That you do Pll be fworn. [/^.] I have 

another at home, pray. Sir, ^ Gentlemen you're 

too modeft, have I any thing elfe that you fancy ? — ^— 
Sir, will you do me a Favour? £To the i Bra<vo.'] I am 
extremely in love with that Wig which you wear, will 
Jrou do me tli6 Favour to change with me ? 

I Bra. Look'e, Sir, this is a Family- Wig, and 1 
wou'd not part with it, but if you like it 

Mir, Sir, your moft humble Servant. 

\They change Wr^s: 

1 Bra, Madam, your moft humbel Slave. *- 

\Goes up foppijhly to the Lady, falutes herl 

2 Bra. The Fellow's very fibcralj (hall we murder 
him ? 

I Bra. What ! Let bim 'fcape to hang us all f And 
I to lofe my Wig ; no, no I I want but a hai^dfome 
Pretence to quarrel with him, for you know we mdtrad: 

like Gendemen. Here, fomc Wine \Wine kef^.1 

Sir, your good Health, 

[PuIhUmhtlhythiNo/e. 
Mir. Oh? Sir, your moft humble Servant; a pleftiant* 
Frolick enough, to drink a Man's Health and pull him 
by the Nofe ; ha, ha, ha, the pleafanttft pretty- 
humour'd Gentleman. . ^ ' 

Lam. Help the Gentleman to a Glafs. \Wit.driHh: - 
I Bra. How d'ye like the Wine, Sir ? : 

Mir. Very good o' the kind. Sir: But I tell yc 
what ; I find we're all inclin'd to be frolickfome, and 
I'gad, for my own part, I was never more difpofed to 
bemeny; let's make a Night pn't, ha I > This 

Wine is pretty, but I have fuch Burgunify at home. 
Look'e, Gentlemen, let me fend for half a dozen 
Fldks of niy Burgundy^ I defy France to match itf 
———Twill make us all Life, all Air, pray, Gen- 
tlemct. '^ ^ - . ,.. : 
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2 Bra. Eh ! Shall us have his Burgundy! 
r V Bra, Yes^ faith, we'll have all we can; here call 
«p the. Gentleman's Servant What think you^ 

Lamrcet 

. Liua. YtSf yes, ■ *■ your Servant is a fooUfh 

CpuBtTy Boy, Sir, he undejdftands nothing but Inno- 

. Mr. Ay^ ay,. Madam. Here, Page, [Entti^ 

Orkna] .t£e thi& ^ey^ and go to my Boder, order 
him to (end hidf a <b2en Fh&s of the red Burgundy^ 
l|iark*4 a tboufrnd ; and be fure yon make haile, ( 
long ta eotertaon my Friends here, my very good 
Friends. 
, Omm. Ah, dear, Sir! 

I Bra. Hear, ChiH, take a Glafs of Wmc— — 
Votr Mafter and I. have ^hang^d Wig^, Hon^, m a 
jftdkfc -.■ y .Where had you this j^rctty Boy, honcft 
Muftapbaf 
' Orii Mnfi^apha! 

JOr^ Out of PuarJfr-^ this Is the firfi Errand 

ktt: bis made for me, and if he does it right, m ea- 
oowagehim* 

On. The ltd Burgund]^, Sir. 

Mr. The ztd^ maxk?d a thoiifind, and be fure you 
wdbehafte. ^^ . 

Qrju I (hafl. Sir. t^'*''- 

li Mrai Sir, yott were pleas'd to like my Wig, have 

you any Fancy for my Coat ? LooKe, Sk, k 

haa ftnr'd ft gpc^ many honcft Gcmlemea very faith. 

fclly. 

MK No* fe fai*fu%i for Pm afraid it tas^ot a 

ftorvyTricfcof lea,vii« aUits.Mafcrs in Nec^^y^- 

TheJttfttewcof th«fe.Dogs is bqrpnd thcar Chielty. 

Lmt. YottVcmdandboly. Sir. »- ^ ,, t 

, ikfir. Qrfy cottcem'd,. Madam, that I ftoad have 

miSamat here but this' Uttle Boy ^heTl mafce 

icnr*confeimded Blunder, I'U lay my Life onl, i 
wou'd not l)e difappoimed of my Wine for the Um-: 

Lam 
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Lam, He?ll do well enough, Sir i bul Sopper^s rcady^ 
will you pleafe to eat a Bit, Sir } 

Mir, O, Madam, I never h2td a I>etter Stomadi is 
my Life. 

Lam. Come then, w e have nothing bat a Hate 

of Soop. 

Mir. Ah ! The Maniage-Soop I cou'd difpenfe wfth 
liow. [Afide."] lExif, handing ibi Loi^. 

zBra. That Wig won't fidl to your Share. 

I Bra, No, no, we'llfettle that after Supper ; in die 
mean time the Gentleman ihall wear lU 

1 Bra, Shall we difpatch bim ? 

3 Bra. To be furp. I think he kn<l>w$ me. 

I Bra. Ay, ay, dead Men tell no Tales ; I wondcf 
at the Impudence of the Englifi Rogued, that will hkzardf 
the Meethig^ a Man at the Bar that they h^e jsncoauier^d 
njpon the Road ! I ha'n't the Confidence to faiok a Nbn 
in the Face after I have done him an Injury^ tberdbm 
we'll, murder hinw \EiciUht. 

SCJiliZ changes to OUUvnbfl'jHou/L 

Enter Dmwtste. 
Sur. My Friend has forfaken me, I have aftandon'd 
my Miftrefsy wy Time lies heavy ^n toy Mand^^ and 
my Money bums in my Pocket— -——BBt now I think 
on't, my Myrmidons are upon Duty to-night ; I'll ftlrly 
ftrole down to the Guard, and nod away &e Night witb 
my honeft Lieutenant over aFlaik of Wine, a R^ehelly 
Story, andaPipeof Tobacco^ 

[Going off^ £{. muts limm 
Bif, Who comes there ? ftand ! 
Vur. Hey day, now ihe's turn'd Dragoon. 
Bif, Look'e, Sir, I'm told you intend to travel again. 

I dcfign to wait on you as far as Baly. 
Dur. Then I'll travel into Wales. 
Bif. Wales! What Country's thAt? 
Dur. The Land of Mountains, Child, where you're 
never out ot the way, 'caufe there's no fuch thing as a 
High Road. 

D % Bif. 
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Si/. Radier always in a High -Road, Vaufe you travel 

all upoo Hills; but be't as it will, 1*11 jog ^ong 

with you. 
Dttr. But wc intend to fail to the Eafi-hMes. 
Bif. Baft and PFefi, 'tis all one to me j I'm tight 
and Ught, and the fitter for failing. 

Durl But fuppofe we take thro' Germany, and drink 
hard. 

Bif, Suppofe I take thro' Germatr^y and drink harder 
than you. 

Dur. Suppofe I go to a Bawdy-houfc. 
Bif, Suppofe I fliew you the way. 
. Dur, 'Sdeath, Woman, will you go to the Guard 
^ith me, and fmoke a Pipe ? 
. Bif. Allons.donc! 

\ Dur. The Dcvirs in th^ Wonum ; fuppofe I 

liang. my fcl£.' . 

Bif Ther# rilleave you. 
' Vur. And a happy riddance, the Gallows is wel- 
come. 

Bif Hold, hold, Sur * [Catches him hy his Arm going\ 
one word before we part. . "^ 

5 Dur. Let me .go. Madam,— ^ or I (hall think that 

you're a Man, and perhaps may examine you. 

Bif Stir if you dare ; I have ftill %irit8 to attend . 
nie ; and can raife fu^h a mufler of Fairies as (hall 

punifli you to death — rCome, Sir, ftand there 

now and ogle me : \He fro^wns upon her."] Now a lan- 
guilhing Sigh! [He groans.'] Now run and take my 

Fan,' ^fafter. [He runs and takes it «/.] Now * 

pliay with it'handfomely. 

Dur. Ay, ay. [Ue tears it all in pieces, 

Bif Hold, hold, dear homorous Coxcomb ; Captain, 

fpare my Fan, and I'll Why, you rude, inhuman 

Monfter, don't you expeft to pay for this ? 

Dur. Yes, Madam, there's Twelve Pence ; for that 
is the Price on't. , 
Bif Sir, it'cOft a Guinea. 
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D^r. Well, Madam, you (ha]l have the Sticks again. 
[TJ^o^s thtm to hevy and Exit, 

Bt/: Ha, ha, ha, ridiculous below my Concern. I 
mail follow him however, to know if he can give ine 
any News of Oriana. [Exit. 

SCENE changes to Lamoice'j Lodgings. 

Enter Mirabel Solus. 
Mr. Bloody Hell-hounds, I over-heard you:-—*- 
Was not I two Hours ago the happy, gay, rejoicii^ 

■ Mirabel f How did I plume my Hopes in a &ir 

coming Frofpeft of a long Scene of Yean ? Life court- 
ed me with all the Charms of Vigour, Youth, and 
Fortune; and to be torn away from all my promifed 
Joys is more than Death; the Manner too, by Vil- 
lains. —O my Orianay this very Moment might 
bave blefs^d me in thy Arms! and my poor Boy, the 
innocent Boy I— -^Confufion ! — ^Bat luiih, rh^ come: 
1 mufi diflemUe ftill—- — No News of my Wine, Gen- 
tlemen? 

Enter the four Bravoes* 
I Bra. No, Sir, I believe your Coontry-Booby has 
loft himfelf, and we can wait no longer for*t : ■ ■ 
True, Sir, you're a pki^ant Gentleman, but I fuppofe 
you underAand our Buiinefi. 

Mir, Sir, I m^y go near to guefs at your Employ- 
ments 5 you. Sir, are a Lawyer, I prefume, you a Phy- 
fician, you a Scrivener, and you a Stock-jobber. > ■ 
Ail Cttttkcoat^f I gad. [4fide. 

4 Bra. Sir, I am a Brdcen OfBceri I was cafltier'd 
at the He^ of the Army lor a Cowaid: So I took up 
the Trade of Murder to retrieve tbe Reputation of my 
Courage'. ' 

. 3 Bra, I am a Soldier too, and wouM ferve my King, 
but I dpn't like the Quarrel, And I have more Honour 
than to Fight in a hfd Caufe. 

2 Bra, I was bred a Gentleman, and have no Eilate, 
but I muft have my Wliore and my Bottle, thro' the 
ftl^lldice of Education. 

D 5 I Bra. 
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1 Bra. I am a Ruffian too, by the Prejudice of Edu- 
cation, I • was bred a Butcher. In (hort. Sir, if your 
Wine had come, we might have trifled a little longer. 

Come, Sir, which Sword will yoil fall by ? mine, 
Sir? 

2 Bra, Or mine ? [</r^«u;x. 

3 Bra. Or mine ? [draws. 

4 Bra. Or mine? [Jraws, 
Mir. I fcorn to beg my Life ; but to be butchered 

thus \ O there*s the Wine : ' this Moment 

for [knocking) my Life or Death. 

rfff^Oriana. 

Loft, for ever loft! -Where*s the Wine, Child? 

[faintly. 
OH. Coming up. Sir. [Stamps.} 

' Enter Dnretete nvith his Stvord dranm, and fix of the 

grand Mufyueteers ivith their Pieces prefented, the 

Rufians drop their Snvords, [Oriana goes off. 

Mr. The Wine,, the Wine, the Wine. Youth, Ptet- 

fare, Fortune, Days and Yeare, arc now my own 

again.- Ah^ my dear Friends, did not I tell you 

this Wine wou'd make me merry ?—— Dear Captain, 

thefe Gentlemen are the beft-natur'd, facetious, witty 

Creatures that ever you knew.- 

Enter Lamorce. 

Lam, Is the Wine come. Sir ? 

Mir. O yes, Madam, the Wine is come— 4ee there \ 
(Pointing to the Soldiers) Your Ladyfliip has go( a very 
fine Ring upon your Finger. 

Lam. Sir, 'tis at your Service. 

Mir. O ho ! is it fo ? Thou dear feven hundred Pounds 
thou'rt welcome home again, with all my Hear t 
Ad's my Life, Madam, you have got the fineft built 
Watch there I 7ompion\ 1 prefume. 

Lam. Sir, you may wear it, 

* J6r. 
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Mir, O, Madam, by no means, 'tis too much — 

• Rob you of all ! (Taking it from her,) Good dear 

Time, thou'rt a precious tiling. Pm glad I have rctriev'd 
thee : (Putting it up.) What my Friends neglefted 
all this while! Gentlemen, you'll pardon my Com- 

plaifance to the Lady. ^How now i s it civil 

to be fb out of Humour at my Entertainment, and I fo 
pleafed with yours? Captain, you*re furpriz'd at all 
this f but we're in our Frolicks, you rauft know.—— 
Some Wine here. • • 

Enter Servant nvitb Wine, 
Come, Captain, this worthy Gentleman's Hedth. 

[tweaks the Jirft Bra<vo by theNofei heroarsl 

But now, where where's my dear Deliverer, my 

Boy, my charming Boy ? 

I Bra, I hopefomc of our Crew below-ftairs have 
difpatch'cl him. 

Mir, Villain, what fay'ft thou? Difpatch'd ? Til 
have ye all tortur'd, rack'd, torn to Pieces alive, if you 
have touch'd my Boy, ■ Here, Page f Page ; 

Page f (Runs out,} 

Dur, Here, Gentlemen, 1>e fure you fecure thow 
Fellows. 

I Bra, Yes, Sir, we know you and your Guard will 
be very civil to us. * 

Dur. Now for you. Madam ; ■ He, he he. ■ 
I'm fo pleas'd to think that I (hall be reveng'd of one 

Woman before I die Well, Miftrefs Snap-dragon, 

which of thefe honourable Gentlemen is fo happy tO' 
call you Wife? 

I Bra» Sir, (he (hou'd have been mine to-night, 'caufe 
Bampre here had her laft Night. Sir, (he's very true to 
' us all fisnr. 

Dur, Take 'em to Jufticc. ^he Guards carry 

off the Braivoes. 

Enter 0/(/ Mirabel, Dugard, Bifarre. 

Old Mir, Roiiu, Rohiv, where's B^hl^ where's my 
Boyr — — — ~ 

D 4 ^ .What - 
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. What, i« Ai$ the Lady ? a pretty Whore, &ith ?-p-Hetrfc'e 
Childy becau& my Son was io civil as to oblige you wid& 
a -Coach^ I71< treat yoa with a Cait, indeed 1 will. 

Dug, Ay, Madaao,— «^iuid you ihall have a fwia* 
pBg Equipage, three or four thoufand Footjnen at your 
MetU atleaH.. 

Dur, No Jeis becomes her Quality. 
Bi/. Faugh f the Moufier! 
. -Dur. Moaft^i ay/ you're all a little monftrous, let 
me tell you. 

fir/«r Mirabel. 
OA/ Mir. Ah, my dear Bo^^ art thdu &fc, Man ? 
Afrr: No,' noy Sir^ Vm niinVijr the Saver of my Life 
» loft. 

OU Mir* No, bo; he came and brought as. the >tewr. 

Mir. But where is he ? 1 — [Efiier Oriana.] .H?f 

(Rmu «md imh'nctt ber) My dear Preferver^ what ihall 
I do to recompence your Truft ? ■ Father, Friends, 
Gentfemco, behold the Youth that has reliev*d me from 
4i« moil igndffliniious Dc^h, from the ftandaloua Poi- 
sar^ of th^e bloody Ra^fiaast where to have &U'o 
wott*d hare deiam*d my Memory with' vile Reproach* 

■ 1 .J f My ' Life; Eftate,. my A^ is doe to fvich 

a Favour. » Command nie Child ; before yoq 

all, b<^4pkre. q^ hfte.f^ kiad in^^Mgen^ Stars, I . f v\(ear 
to gmnt whatever you aik. • : i 

Qri. To:the feme -Stars indalgent now tome, I will 
appead as to Uie Juftice of my .Claim ; I ihall ^eroaad 
but what was iBioe before— the jail Performance of 

your Contmfi tpOriufui,, ,- , 

[Di/c9<V€rhfg. ksr/e^^ 
Om. Oriivui ! 

Ori. In this Difgiiife I refolv'd to.fcJlQW ypu abroad," 
counterfeited that Letter that got me into your Service |, 
and hi by this fbrange tuffi of Fate, I became the > 
Ipfirumcapt of your Prefervation ; few common Servants 
wou'd have had fuch Cunniiig ; My Love infpir'd me 
with the Meaning of your Meffitge, ^caufe my Concern 
for your Safety imide me fniped your Companjd 
Dur, Mirabd, you'sc caughtw 

•: • ^*^''' 
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Mr. Caught ! I fcom the Thought of ImpoiidoBy 
the Tricks and artful Cunning of the Sex I have de- 
fpis'd, and broke thro' all Contrivance. Caught ! No, 
'tis my voluntary Aft ; this was no human Stratagem, 
but by my providential Stars defign'd to (hew the J5an- 
gers wandring Youth incurs by the -Purfuit of an un- 
lawful Love, to plunge me headlong in the Snares of 
Vice, and then to free me by the Hands of Virtue : 
Here,' on my Knees, I humbly beg my fair Freferver's 
Pardon j my Thanks are Needlefs, for myfelf I owe. 
^ And now for ever do proteft me yours. 

Old Mir. Tall, all di dall. (Sings) Kifs me, Daugh- 

ter-T ^no, you fhall kifs me firft, [To Lamorce) for 

you're the Caufe on't. Well, Bi/arre, what fay you to 
the Captain \ 

Bif. I like the Beafl well enough, but I don't under- 
/ (land his Paces fo well as to venture him in a Strange 

Road. 

Old Mir, But Marriage, is fo beaten a Path that yon 
can't go wrong.* * 

Bif. Ay, 'tis Yd beaten that the Way is fpoil'd, 

Dur, There is but one thing fliou'd make me thy 

Hufband 1 cou'd marry thee to-day for the Pri- 

y vilege of beating thee to-morrow. 

Old Mir, Come, come, you may agree for all this : 
Mr. Dugardy are not you pleas'd with this ? 

Dug, So pleas'd, that if I thought it ought iecure 
your Son's AfFeftion to my Sifter, I wou'd £)uble her 
Fortune. . -• * - . - 

Mir, Fortune! has not ihe given .me mine? my 
Life, Eftate, my All, and what is more, her virtuous 
felf.-— Virtue, in this fo advantageous Light, has her 
own fparkling Charms, more tempting far than glit- 
tering Gold or Glory. Behold the Foil (Pointing to 
Lamorce) that fets this Brightnefs off! [To Oriaiia.) 
Here view the Pride [To Qriana) and Scandal of the Sex. 
(TiLam.) There [To Lam.) the falfc Meteor, whofe 
dcludiog Light leads Mankind to Deftrudlion. Here 
(To Oriana) the bright fhining Star that guides to a 
Security of Happinds, a Garden and a fingle She 

Digitized by GoOgId 



8« 



^e Inconjiant^ &c. 



{To Orlana) was oar firll Father*s Slifs ; the Tempter 
^0 Lam.} and to wander, was his Carfe, 

l^lfat Lrifrty can te Jo tempting tbere^ {To Lam.) 

As ^ fofif 'Virtuous^ anCrous Bondage here ? (r^Oriaiia^ 

The ini of the fftb ACT. 




;;SONG: By 2yfr.O- — r. 



I. 

VAce^'Co^i *th not in onrPovfer 

To teil boTM long fur Idnfes my Ififi^ 
Begin to' iove this fuery ffour^ 
TW've lojt fog nuifi in 'what is fajt. 

If. 
For Jinet the T^mser nvi fifl $hey. 
Has in your Breaftnrf Oeetrt conJUJ^ 
Zet me my Bodf to it fay^ 
In 'oaihyi^dfart nuhat ffatun joist J^ 



EPI- 
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EPILOGUE, 

Written by Nathaniel Rewe^ Efq j 
And fpokcn by Mr. fTilks. 



FRom Flttchct^j great Original to-day 
We took the Hint of this our Modem Plwf : 
Our Author t from his Lines^ has ftrove to faint 
A wtiyj tuildy inconftant^ free Gallant j 




l^ucb Form$ on Maids in MomingSbimbirs wait, 1 

When Fant^ firfi infituBs their Hgatts to beta, . , (yet, V 

When firft t%^.wtfif^ and figh far mJutttht^tnaw not\^ 

Frown not, ye Fair, to think your Lovers ntttf 

Reach your cold Hefarts by fome ustguardcd Way $ 

Let VilleroyV Mis/hrtune make you wife. 

There's Danger fiill in Durknejk and Surfrizi j 

Tho* from his Rampart he deffd the Foe^ 

Prince Eugene found an AfueduS below. 

With eajy Freedom, and a gttf Addrefs , 

A friffing Lover feldom wants Succefs : 

Whilft the Rtffeaful, like the Greek, /// down^ 

And waftes a ten Year's Siege before one Tcwn, 

For her ovm fake, let no forfakin Maid, 

O/tr Wanderer 9 for want of Love, t^raidi 

StMa 
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Since ''tis a Secret y none Jhot^d f^^yUkfefs^ 

T'hat they ha've loft the hapfg PewvV to pleafe^ 

I^jm,Ju/f€&-tbe.RB/pitiiiclin'd to breaks " - 

Break fyft^ and fivear you'^ve turned htm off a Week j 

As Princes, nuhen they rejfy '8t ate/men doubt, ' 

Before they can furrender, turn V/« out, 

Whafer jou think, grave Ufes may be made^ 

And much even for Inconftancy he faid. 

Let the goSd Man for Marriage-Rites defigf^d. 

With ftudious Care, and Diligence 'f Min^, 

turnover every Page of Womankind i . • 

Mark "every Senfe, "and hvin the Readings^varyt. 

And, '*when be knows the voorft on't ^ ■ T l et him marry ^ 



I 
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